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TOL. IX» S 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Cymbeline, King of Britain. 
Cloten^ son to the Queen hy a former husband, 
Jjeonatus Posthumus^ a gentleman, husband to Imogen. 
Belarius^ a banished lord, disguised under the name of 

Morgan, 
p . J . '\ sons to CymbeUne, disguised under the 
. . ' > names of Polydore and Cadwalj sup-' 
J posed sons to Belarius, 

PhilariOj friend to Posthumus, 1 Italians 

lachimo^ fripid to Philario, / 

A French Gentleman, friend to Philario, 
. ^Caitts Jiijcius, general qf the Roman forces. 
• : 'j4 Roman CaiUcdnS,] ^wo British Captains* 

PisanioJ sertaflt to 'Posthumus. 

Coirilielii^} A^kymian. 
• TiiiJS^Um&i,, 

•••»••..; • 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen^ daughter to Cymbeline by a former Q^en, 

Helen^ woman to Imogen. 

« 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, 
a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, 'a Spanish Gen^ 
tleman. Musicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Mes^ 
sengers, and other Attendants, 

ScENE^ sometimes in Britain; sometimes in Italy. 



CYMBELINE. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. Britain. The Garden Ickmd Cymbeline'i 

Palace* 

Enter Two Gentlemen. 

1 Gentleman* 

X ou do not meet a man^ but frowns : oar bloods* 
No more obey the heavens^ than our courtiers ; 
Still seem^ as does the king's. 
2 Gent. ^ But what's the matter } 

1 Gent. His daughter^ and the heir of his king* 

dom> whom 
He purpos'd to bis wife's sole son, (a widow. 
That late he married,) hath referr'd herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : She's wedded^ 
Her husband banish'dj she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow s though I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king ? 

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too : so is the queen^ 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier^ 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

2 Gent* And why so ? 

> Iflcliiiation, natural disposinon. 
b2 
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4 CYMBELINE. Att I. 

1 Gent. He that hath miss'd the princess^ is a thmg 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her^ 

(I mean^ that married her,— alack^ good man!—* 
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think. 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within. 
Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent, You speak him far.* 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself | 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly.^ 

2 Gent, What's his name, and birth ? 

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His &ther 
Was called Sicilius, who did join his honour^ 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
But had his titles by Tenantius,^ whom 
He serv'd with glory and admir'd success : 
So gain'd the sur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, besides this gentleman in question. 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o*the time. 
Died with their swords in hand j for which their fa- 
ther 
(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow. 
That he quit beings and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas*d 
As he was bom. The ^ng, he takes the babe 
To his protection 3 calls him Posthumos > 

* /. e. You praise him extensively. 

i My praise, however extensive, is within his merit. 

♦ The fiither of Cymbelinfi. 
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fireeds him> and makes him of his bed-chaoiber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took^ 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest ; Liv*d in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais*d, most lov*d : 
A sample to the youngest 3 to the more mature, 
A glass that feated^ them) and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistress. 
For whom he now is banlsh*d, — her own price 
iProclaims how she esteem*d him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read. 
What kind of man he is. 

2 Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report* But, *pray you, tell me^ 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Gent. His only child* 
He had two sons, (if this be worth yout hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old> 

I' the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen: and to this hour, ho guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent. How long is this ago ? 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Geut, Hiat a king*s children should be so convey'dl 
So slackly guarded ! And the search so slow. 
That could not trace them ! 

1 Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange. 

Or that the negligence may well be laughed at| 
Yet is it true, sir. 

VOL. IX. C 

* Formed their manners. 



6 CYMBELINE. Act I. 

2 Gent. I do weU believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear: Here comes the queen, 
and princess. lExemt. 



SCENE II. 
The same* 

Enter the Queen, Posthumus> and Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assured, you shall not find me, 
daughter. 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him j and 'twere good. 
You leaned unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. . 

Queen. You know the peril ;— 

1*11 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king 
Hath charged you should not speak together. 

lExit Queen« 

Imo. O 

Dissembling courtesy! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest husband, 
I something fear my father's wrath *, but nothing, 
(Always resprv'd my holy duty,) what 
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ft 

His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes 3 not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the world. 
That I may see again. 

Post, My queen ! my mistress ! 

O, lady, weep no more 5 lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The loyalist husband that did e*er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome at one Philario's ;. 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen. 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall. . 

Rc'Cfiter Queen. 

Queen, Be brief, I pray you : 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : — Yet I'll move him 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. [£xtV. 

Post, Should we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live. 
The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo. Nay, stay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
Thi^ diamondTwas my mother's : take it^ heart ; 

c 2 
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But keep it till you woo ano^xer wife^ 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How! how! another?—* 

You gentle gods> give me but this I have^ 
And sear up^ my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — ^Remain thou here 

[Putting on the Ring» 
While sensed can keep it on! And sweetest, fairest. 
As I my poor self did exchange for you. 
To your so infinite loss ^ so, in our trifles 
I still win of you: For my sake, wear this ; 
It is a manacle of love^ I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[Putting a Bracelet on her Amtm 

Imo. O, the gods! 

When shall we see again ? 

Enter Ctmbeline and Lords. 

Post. Alack, the king ! 

Cym. Thoa basest thing, avoid! hence, from my 
sight! 
If, afler this conmiand, thou fraught' the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away ! 
Thou art poison to my blood. 
• Post. The gods protect you! 

And bless the good remainders of the court ! 
I am gone. [Exit» 

Into. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Ciffn. O disloyal thing, 

Hiat should'st repair my youth 5 thou heapest 

•Close up. 7ScnsatiQm « Fill. 
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A jeBi'8 age on me ! 

Imo. I beseech you, sir. 

Harm not yourself with your vexadon ; I 
Ani senseless of your wrath 3 a touch mote mre9 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Past grace? obedience? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that way, pastgxace. 
Cym. That might*st have had the sole' son of mf 

queen! 
Imo. O bleis*d, that I might not ! I chose an eagle. 
And did avoid a puttock.^ 

Ci/m, Thou took*st a beggar 3 would'st have made 
my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No 3 I rather added 

A lustre to it. 

C^wi. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov*d Posthumus : 
You bred him as my pla3rfellow 3 and he is 
A man, worth any woman; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 
Cym. What! — art thou mad! / 

Imo. Almost, sir : Heai^ea restore me i-^^'Would 
I were 
A neat-herd*ft^ daughter ! and my Leonatui 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

lU'-entfr Queen. 
Cpn. Tboa fbcdlsh thing !•— 

9 A more eiquisite feeling. > Only. * A kite. 

3 Cattle kMiief/ 
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They were again together : you have done 

ITo the Queen, 
Not after our command. Away with her. 
And pen her up. 

Queen, 'Beseech your patience : — Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace -, — Sweet sovereign. 
Leave us to ourselves) and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your best advice.-* 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a dayj and, being aged. 
Die of this folly ! [Er/V. 

En^erPiSANjo, 

Queen, Fye! — ^you must give way : 

^ere is your servant.— How now, sir ? What news ? 

Pis, My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen, Ha ! 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis, There might have been. 

But that my master rather play'd than fought, • 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen, I am very glad on't. 

Jmo. Your son's my father's friend 3 he takes his 
part. — 
To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir ! — » 
I would they were in Africk both together ; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
■ The goer back. — ^Why came you from your master * 

Pis. On his command : He would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 

4 Consideration. 
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Of what commands I should be subject to. 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour^ 
He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen, Pray, walk a while. 

Imo. About some half hour hence^ 

J pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least. 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 
A publick Place, 

Enter Cloten, and Two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt j tbi 
violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice : 
Where air comes out, air comes in: there's nono 
abroad so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo, If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it- 
Have I hurt him ? 

2 Lord, No, faith i not so much as his patience. 

[Aside* 

1 Lord, Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass, 
if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel if it 
be not hurt. 

2 Lord. Hia steel was in debt i it went o*the 
backside the town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 
2 Ij)rd» No i but he fled forward stilly toward 
, your face* [Aside. 
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1 Lord. Stand yoa! You have land enougb of 
your own : but he added to your having ; gave you 
some ground. 

2 Lord, As many inches as you have oceans : 
Puppies ! \^AsidCn 

do. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured 'how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. [Aside, 

Clo, And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me ! 

2 Lord, If it be a sin to make a true election, she 
is damned. j^Aside, 

1 Lord, Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 
brain go not together : ^ She*s a good sign, but I have 
^een small reflection of her wit.^ 

2 Lord, She shines not upon fools, lest the reflec- 
jtion should hurt her. [Aside, 

Clo. Come, Til to my chamber : 'Would there had 
been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord, I wish not so -, unless it had been the felj 
of an ass, which is no great hurt. [Aside, 

Clo, You'll go with us ? 

1 Lord. I'll attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt. 

^ Her besnty and sense are not equal. 
< To understand the force of this idea, it should be xemem- 
beved that anciently almost every sign had a motto^ or soixiq 
attempt at a yjritticism underneath it. 
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SCENE IV. 
A Rootn in Cymbeline's Palace* 

Enter Imogen and Pisakio. 

Imo, 1 would thou grew'st unto the shores o'the 
haven. 
And question'dst every sail : if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost 
As offered mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pis. Twas, His queen, his queen f 

Imo, Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kiss*d it^ madano^ 

Imo. Senseless linen! happier therein than I!— 
And that was all } 

Pis. No, madam 3 for so long 

As he could make me with this eye or (ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief^ 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail*d on. 
How swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou should*8t have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings; crack*d 
them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space Ixad pointed him sharp as my needle : 
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Nay, foUow'^d him, till he had melted from 

The smallness of a gnat to air 3 and then 

Have turn*d mine eye, and wept. — But, good Pisanio> 

When shall we hear from him ? 

Pis, Be assur*d, madam^ 

With his next vantage.' 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him. 
How I would think on him, at certain hours. 
Such thoughts, and such 3 or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour 5 or have charg*d him^ 
At the sixth hour of mom', at noon, at midnight. 
To encounter me with orisons,* for then 
I am in heaven for him : or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father. 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady, The queen, madam. 

Desires your highness' company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them dea- 
patch'd. — 
1 will attend the queen. 

Fi&. Madam, I shall. 

[Exeunt* 

^ Opportunity. • Meet me with reciprocal prayer. 
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SCENE V. 
Rome. An Apartment in Philario's House^ 

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, d 
Dutchman, and a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it,, sir : I have seen him in Britain: 
he was then of a crescent note/^ expected to prove 
so worthy; as since he hath been allowed the name 
of : but I could then have looked on him without the 
help of admiration ; though the catalogue of his en- 
dowments had been tabled by his side^ and I to 
peruse him by items. 

Phi, You speak of him when he was less furnished,^ 
than now he is, with that which makes * him bothr 
without and within. 

French, I have seen him in France : we had very 
many there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes 
as he. , 

lach. This matter of marrying his king's daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed rather by her value, 
than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal 
from the matter. * 

French. And then hiajbanishment : 

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those, that weep 
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, are 
wonderfully to extend^ him ; be it but to fortify her 
judgment, which else an easy battery might lay flat, 
for taking a beggar without more quality. But how 

■ 

9 Increasing in fame. ' Accomplished. * Forms him. 

3 Praise him* 
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comes it^ he is to sojourn with you ? How creepf 
acquaintance ? 

Phi. His father and I w^re soldiers together 5 to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my 
life : 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a stranger of his quality. — ^I beseech you all, 
be better known to this gentleman; whom I commend 
to you, as a noble friend of mine : How worthy he 
is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than story 
him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
Btill. 

French. Sir, you o'cr-rate my poor kindness : I 
was glad I did atone* my countryman and you j it 
had been pity, you should have been put together with 
so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon import* 
ance ^ of so slight and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young 
traveller : rather shunn'd to go even with what I heard, 
than in my every action to be guided by others* ex- 
periences : but, upon my mended judgment, (if I 
offend not to say it is mended,) my quarrel was not 
alt<^ether slight. 

French. Taith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement 
pf swords ', and by such two, that would, by all 

4 Reconcile. ^ Importunityi instigation. 
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likelihood^ have confounded^ one the other^ or have 
fallen both. 

lack. Can we^ with manners^ ask what was the 
difference ? 

French, Safely^ I diink: 'twas a contention in 
publick, which may^ without contf^iction^ sufier the 
report. It was much like an argument that fell oat 
last nighty where each of us fell in praise of our 
country mistresses: This gentleman at that time 
vouching^ (an4 upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) 
his to be more &ir> virtuous^ wise^ chaste, con* 
itant-qualified, and less attemptible^ than any the 
rarest of our ladies in France. 

lack. That lady is not now living ; or this gende* 
man's opinion^ by this^ worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue stilly and I my mind. 

lack. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of 

Italy. 

Fost, Being so far provoked as \ was in France, I 
would abate her nothings though I profess myself 
her adorer, not her friend.' 

lack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand 
comparison,) had been something too fair, and too 
good, for any lady in Britany. If she went before 
others I have seen, as that diamond of yours out- 
lustres many I have beheld, I could not but believe 
the excelled many: but I have not seen the most 
precious diamond that is, nor you the lady. 

Fost, I praised her> as I rated her : so do I my 

•tone. 

* Destroyed. 
7 Lover,*-! speak of her as a being I reYerence| not as a 

beauty whom I enjoy. 
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lack. What do you esteem it at? 

Post, More than the world enjoys. 

lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead^ or 
ihe*8 outpriz'd by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or 
given ; if there were wealth enough for the purchase, 
or merit for the gift : tlie other is not a thing for sale, 
and only the gift of the gods. 

lack. Which the gods have given you ? 

Post, Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

lack. You may wear hfer in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of 
unprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the 
other casual 5 a cunning thief, or a that- way accom- 
plished courtier, would hazard the winning both of 
first and last. 

Post, Your Italy contains none so accomplished a 

courtier, to convince^ the honour of my mistress ; if, 

in the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. 

I do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves } 

. notwithstanding I fear not my ring. 

Phi, Let us leave here, gentlemen. 
. Post, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, 
I thank him, makes no stranger of mej we are 
familiar at first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress ; make lier go 
back, even to the yielding 5 had I admittance, and 
opportunity to friend. 
Post, No, no. 

• OYcrcome. 
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lack, I dare, thereon, pawn the moiety of my estate 
to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'er-value? it 
lomething : But I mak6 my wager rather against your 
confidence, than her reputation : and, to bar your 
offence herein too, I dmst attempt it against any 
lady in the world. 

Fost, You are a great deal abused 9 in too bold a 
persuasion 5 and I doubt not you sustain what you're 
worthy of, by your attempt. 

lach. What's that ? 

Fost* A repulse: Though your attempt, as you call 
it, deserve more ; a pimishment too. 

Fhu Gentlemen enough of this: it came in too 
suddenly ; let it die as it was bom, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack. 'Would I had put my estate, and my neigii<- 
hour's, on the approbation' of what I have spoke. 

Fost. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

lack. Yours 5 whom in constancy, you think, stands 
so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your 
ring, ^that, commend me to the court where your 
lady is, with no more advantage than the opportunity 
of a second conference, and 1 will bring from thence ^ 
that honour of hers, which you imagine so reserved. 

Fost, I will wage against your gold, gold to it: my 
ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it. 

Jack, You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If 
you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot 
preserve it from tainting : But, I see, you have soma 
religion ih you, that you fear. 

Fost. This is but a custom in your tongue; you bear 
a graver purpose, I hope. 

9 Dcijeived. , » Proof. 
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lack, I am the master of my speeches ; and would 
Undergo what*s spoken^ I swear. 

Fost, Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond till 
jrour return : — ^Let there be covenants drawn between 
as : My mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of 
your unworthy thinking : I dare you to this match : 
liere*8 my ring. 

Phi, I will have it no lay. 

lack. By the gods it is one : — If I bring you no 
fufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats 
are yours ', so is your diamond too. If I come ofF^ 
and leave her in such honour as you have trust in^ she 
your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours : 
—provided, I have your commendation^^ for my more 
icte entertainment. 

Fost. I embrace these conditions; let us have 
articles betwixt us :— only, thus far you shall answer, 
lif you make your voyage upon her, and give me 
directly to understand you have prevailed, I am no 
i^irther your enemy, she is not worth our debate : if 
she remain unseduced, (you not making it appear 
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the assault you 
kave made to her chastity, you shall answer me 
with your sword. 

lack. Your hand 5 a covenant : We wDl have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight 
away for Britain 5 lest the bargain should catch cdd> 
and starve : I will fetch my gftld^ and have, our two 
wagers recorded. 

FqsU Agreed. 

[Exeunt Posthvmus and lACHiMoi' 

* Recommeodition. 
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French. Will this hold^ think you? 
Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let us 
follow 'em. * lExeunt. 

SCENE VI. 
Britain. A Roam in Cymbeline*s Palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen • Whiles yet the dew*s on ground, gather those 
flowers ; 
Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

1 Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch.—^ ^Exeunt Ladies. 

Now^ master doctor -, have you brought those drugs ? 
' Cor. Pleaseth your^ highness, ay : here they are^ 
madam: ^Presenting a small Box* 

But I beseech your grace, (without oflence; 
My conscience bids me ask;) wherefore you have 
Conmianded of me these most poisonous compounds. 
Which are the movers of a languishing death 5 
But, though slow, deadly ? 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor. 

Thou ask'st me such a question : Have I not been 

Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not leam'd me how 

To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so. 

That oor great king himself doth woo me oft 

For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded, 

(Unless thou think*st me devilish,) is*t not meet 

That I did amplify my judgment in 

Other conclusions ? ^ I will try the forces 

« 
3 Experiments. 

VOL. XX. D 
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Of these thj oompoondt on mch OBitoret as 
Weccont Dot worth the hangings (but none human^) 
lb try die vigour of them^ and apply 
Allayments to their act^ and by them gather 
Their several virtues^ and eflSscti. 

Car* Your highness 

ShaU firom this practice bot make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Q^een. O, content thee.*— 

EmUr PiSAVio. 

Here CbiUes a flattering rascal; upon him [Aside. 
t\nn I first work : he's for his master. 
And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisaiuo^-^ 
Doctor, yoor service for this time is ended; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. 1 do suspect you^ madam ; 

But you dhett do no hanu. \Asidt, 

Queen, Hark thee, a word.— 

{To PiSAWio, 

Cor. lAside.'] I do not like ter. She doth think, 
she has 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit. 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn*d natture : Those, she has. 
Will stupify and dull the sense awhile : 
Whichflrst, perchance, she'tt prove on cats, and doj^i 
Then afterward up higher^ but there is 
No danger in what show of ^eath it makes, 
"More than the locking up the spirits a time. 
To be more freshj reviving* She is fool'd 
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With 9 most fUso efiect; and I the trper. 
So to b0 {alMG with her. 

Queen. No further servicej doctO^^ 

Until I send for thee, 

Cor» I humbly take my leaver 

[Bo*. 

Queen. Weeps she stilly aa/st thou ? Bost thoa 
thjl^> in time 
She will not quench; ^ and let instructions enter 
Where fdily now possesses ? Do thou work } 
When thou shalt bring me word> she loves mj wa^ 
1*11 1^ thee^ ofk the instant^ thou art then 
As great as is thy mastex : greater 3 for 
His Ibrtuqes all lie speechlqss^ and )m uaiqe 
Is at last gasp : Return he .cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being^^ 
Is to exchange one misery with another ; 
And ey^ry day, that com^^^ comes to decay 
A day*s work in him : What shalt thou expect. 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Wibp <;annpt be new built -, nor has np friends, 

[The Clueen drops a Box : Pi d an 10 takes it up» 
So much as but to prop him ?— Thou tak*at up 
Thou know'st not what > but take it for thy labour : 
It is a thing I made^ which hath tlie king 
Five times redeemed from death : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — ^Nay, I pr'ythee, take it 5 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her 3 do't, as from thyself. 

4 /, em Grow cool* 5 To change his abode. 

d2 
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Think what a chance thou phangest on ; but think 

Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot^ my son^ 

Who shall take notice of thee : 1*11 move the king 

To any shape of thy preferment^ such 

As thoult desire ; and then myself^ I chiefly^ 

That set thee on to this desert^ am bound 

To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 

Think on my words. ^Exit Pisa.] — ^A sly and constant 

knave j 
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her^ to hold 
The hand fast to her lord. — I hav« given him that. 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers* for her sweet 5 and which she, after. 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd 

Re-enter Pisa k 10, and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — ^So, so ', — ^well done, well done : 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 
Bear to my closet : — ^Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on my words. {^Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Pis, And shall do : 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
rii choke myself: there's all I'll do for you. 

lExit. 

^ AmbastadorsL. 
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SCENE vn. 

Another Koom in the same. 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, A father cruel^ and a stepKlame fdse ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady^ 
That hath her husband banish*dj— 0> that hu8« 

band! 
My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen^ 
As my two brothers^ happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire that's glorious : Blessed be those. 
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills. 
Which seasons comfort. — ^Who may this be? Fye ! 

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo. 

Pm. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lack. Change you, madam ? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 
And greets your highness dearly. [Presents a Letter. 

Imo, Thanks, good sir : 

You are kindly welcome. 

lach. All of her, that is out of door, most rich! 

[Aside* 
If she be fumish*d with a mind so rare. 
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! * 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or> like the Parthian, I shall fljriog fight ; 
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|Utlier> directlf fly. 

Imo. [Reads.]— flic is one qf the noblest note, to 
whose kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Reflect upon 
him accordingly, as you value your truest 

Leokatus, 

60 far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 

li warm*d by the rest, and takes it thankfully.-** 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 

Have words to bid you ; and shall find it to. 

In all that I can do. 

lach^ Thanks, fairest lady .-^ 

What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyj6| 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish *twiKt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn*d stones 
Upon the number*d beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
Twixt fair and foul ? ' 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

[ach. It cannot be i*tlie eye j for apes and monkeys, 
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows*^ the ojther : Nor i*thje judgment ; 
For idiQts, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : Nor i*the appetite 
Slutteiy, to such neat excellence opposed. 
Should make diestre vomit emptiness. 
Not so allur'd to feed. 

Imo, What is the matter, trow ? 

Jack. The cloj^ed wilj^ 

7 Making mouths. 
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(That satiate ]f6t imaatkfled desiie^ 

That tub both fill*d and runnings) ravening fir^t 

Thelamb^ longt after for the garbage. 

lm»^ What deariiTj 

Thus raps you ? Are you well ? 

lacl^. Thanks^ madam 5 iveU :-«^*Be8eeebj you^ 8ir> 
desire [3\) Pisaviq. 

My maQ*s abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevish.^ 

Pw. I was going> sir. 

To give him welcome. [JEii^ PitA vio. 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? Qit kealth, 'beseech 
yon? 

lath. Wejl^ madam. 

Imo. Is he dispot*d to mirth ? I bope^ he it. 

lack. Exceeding pleasant 3 none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here> 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-tinaes 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his compamonj one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, mnch lovea 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him \ whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, criei, 

0! 
Can my sides hold, to ihmfc, that man^'^'^ho Jmrm 
By history, report, or Ms atm ftoof. 
What "woman is, yea, what she cannot choou 

* Shy and foolish. 
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But must he, "'•mil his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage ? 

Jmo. Will my lord say so ? 

Iach» Ay, madams with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
•It is a recreation to be by^ 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : But^ heavens 

know> 
Some men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

lach. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards him 
might 
Be us*d more thankfully. In himself, *tis much 
In you, — which I count his, beyond all talents^— ^ 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Jmo. What do you pity, sir ? 

lack. Two creatures, heartily. 
Imo. Am I one, sir ? 

You look on me ; What wreck discern you in me. 
Deserves your pity ? 

lack. Lamentable ! What ! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I'the dungeon by a snufF ? 

Imo. I pray you, sir. 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lack. That others do, 
I was about to say, enjoy you r But 
It is an^office of the gods to venge it. 
Not mine to speak on*t. 
Imo. You do seem to know 
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Something of me, or what concerns me; Tray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing. 
The remedy then bom*) discover to me 
.What both you spur and stop.9 

lach. Had I this cheek ^ 

To bathe my lips upon 5 this hand, whose touch. 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty 5 this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 
Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then,) 
Slaver with lips-as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour -,) then lie peeping in an eye. 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time > 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, I fear. 

Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
Tlie beggary of his change j but 'tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Jmo» Let me hear no more. . 

lack. O dearest soul! your cause dotli strike mj 
heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 

9 What you seem aniiious to utter, and yet withhold. 
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80 fair^ and fasten'd to an empery^' 
Would make the great*st king doable ! to be partnered 
With tomboys,* hir*d with that self-exhibitioQ' 
Which your own coffers yield ! with diseas'd yentmes^ 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature * such boil'd ^taff, 
«As well might poison poison ! Be reveng*d ; 
Or she, that bore you, was no queen^ and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Revenged ! 

How should I be revenged ? If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart, that both mme ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true^ 
How should I be reveng*d ? 

lack. Should he make mm 

Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets ^ 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 
In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affection. 
Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away ! — I do condenm mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, • 
Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek'st 5 as base, as strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour 5 and 
3olicit'st here a lady, that disdains 

9 Sorerd^;!! couunand. * Wantoiu. ' AUowuce» pension* 
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Thee and the devil alike. — ^What bo, Pisanlo !<-p* 
The king 1117 father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 
A tancjr stranger, in his courts to mart 
As in a Romish stew^ and to expoond 
^is beastly mind to us 5 he hath a court 
lie little cares for^ and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — ^What ho^ Pisanio !— • 

lack. O happy Leonatus ! I may say 1 
The credit^ that thy lady hath of thee^ 
Peaerves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodneii 
Her assur*d credit !— Blessed live you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir> that ever 
Cofuntry called his ! and you his mi8tre8S> only 
For the noost worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon. 
J, have spoke this^ to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ', and shall make your lord# 
That which he is^ new o*er : And he is one 
The truest mannered $ such a holy witch^ 
That he enchants societies unto him : 
Half all men*s hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lack. He sits *mongst men^ like a descended god : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off. 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angiy, 
]Vf ost mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking of a false report ; which hatb 
Honoured with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election qf a sir so rare. 
Which you know^ cannot err : The love I bear him 
Made me to fan '^ you thus > but the gods made yoUt 

#ToAii, ifttowlnnoWf 
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Unlike all others, chaffless. Praj, your pardon. 

Imo. All's weU, sir : Take my power i*the court 
for yours. 

Jack, My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request^ 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends. 
Are partners in the business. 

Lho. Pray> what is't ? 

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing) have mingled sums. 
To buy a present for the emper6r ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France : 'Tis plate, of rare device j and jewels. 
Of rich and exquisite form -, their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange. 
To have them in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk. 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo. O, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech 3 or I shall short my word, 
,By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross'd the seas on purpose, and on pronuse 
To see your grace. 

5 A stranger. 
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Imo. I thank you for tout pains -, 

But not away to*morrow ? 

Jack. O, Imust> madam: 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do*t to*uight : 
I have outstood my time } which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo, I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeunt*. 

ACT II. 
SCENE L Court before Cymbeline's Palace. 

Enter Clote's, and Two hords. 

Qlo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when I 
kissed the jack upon an up-cast,^ to be hit away! 
I had a hundred pound on*t: And then a whoresoa 
jackaqapes must take me up for swearing ; as if I 
borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not spend 
them at my pleasure. 

1 Lord, What got he by that ? You have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, 
it would have ran all out. [^Aside* 

Clo, When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it ii 
not for any staiiders-by to curtail his oaths : Ha ? 

2 Lord, No, my lord 3 nor [Aside,"] crop the ears 
of them. 

* H9 is describing his fate at bowls, the jack it the small bowl 
at which the others are aimed. 
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Clo. Whoreson dog!— I ^ve him satisfactioo > 
'Woald> he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smek like a fool. [Aside. 

Clo, I am not more vexed at any diing in the eartbu 
—A pox on*t ! I had rather not be sp noUe as I am ; 
they dare not fight with me, because oi the queen 
my mother : every jack-alave hatfa hk bdly foU </ 
fighting, and I must go up and down like a cock that 
nobody dan match. 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon loo } and yos 
croWy cock, with your comb on. [Akde. 

Clo. Sayest thou ? 

1 Lord. It is not fit, your lordship should under- 
take every companion' that you give offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that : but it is fit, I should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord, Did you hear of a stranger, that*s cofcat i» 
court to-night ? 

C7o. A stranger ! and I know not on*t ! 

2 Lord. He*s a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not. [Aside. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come 3 and, 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal -, and he*s an- 
other, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
stranger? 

I Lord. One of your Lordship's pages. 

Clo. Is it fit, I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation in't ? 

7 Fellow. 
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1 Lord, Yoa cannot derogate,? my lord. 
Clo, Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. Yoa are a fool granted > therefore your 
ittuei being foolish, do not derogate. [Adde. 

Clo. Come, 1*11 go see this Italian : What I have 
lost tCHday at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come^ 

go. 

2 Lord. I'll attend your lordship. 

\Exeunt Cloten mid first Lord, 
That such a craffy devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 
Thou (tivine Imogen, what thou eindur'st ! 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame governed ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer. 
More hatefid than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'st standi 
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land ! 

{ExU, 

SCENE II. 

A Bed-chamber; in one Fart of it a Trunk. 

Imogen reading in her Bed; a Lady attending ^ 
Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ? 

7 /. r. Degrade yourself. 
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Lady, Please you^ madam. 

Imo. Vfh2X hour is it ? 

Lady. Almost midnight^ madam. 

Imo. I have read three hours then : mine eyes are 
weak :— 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning 5 
And if thou canst awake by four o'the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholly, 

[£d:t^Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the nighty 
Guard me, beseech ye ! 

{Sleeps, Iachimo, from the TmnL 

lack. The crickets sing, and man's o*er-labour'd 
sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes,^ ere he waken*d 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom*st thy bed ! fresh lily! 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch I 
But kiss 5 one kiss ! — ^Rubies unparagon*d. 
How dearly they do*t ! — 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o*the taper 
Bows toward her 5 and would under-'peep her lids. 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.9 — ^But my design ? 
To note the chamber :— I will write all down :— - 

'it was anciently the custom to strew chambers with rushes* 
9 L r. The white skin laced with blue veins. > Tapcstr/. 
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Such^ and sucb> pictures :— There the window :— * 

Such 
The adornment of her bed j — ^The arras,' figures. 
Why, such, and such : — ^And the contents o*the 

story,— 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body^ 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but as a monument. 
Thus in a chapel lying !— Come off, come off ^— 

[Taking qff her Bracelet 
As slippery, as the Grordian knot was hard ! 
*Tis mine j and this will witnes? outwardly. 
As strongly as the conscience does within. 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I* the bottom of a cowslip : Here's a voucher, 
Strongei* than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have picked the lock, and ta'exr 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that*s rivetted. 
Screwed to my memory ? She hatd been reading late 
The t^e of Tereus; here the leaf's tnm'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up j— I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it^ 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night! — that dawning 
May bare the raven*s eye : I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[Clock strikes, 

» Tapestry. 
VOL. IX. £ 
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One, two, three,— Tune, time ! 

[Goei^into the Trunk, The Scene closes. 

SCENE III. 
An Ante-rCiamher adjoining Imogea*s Apartmeni. 

Enter Clot en and Lords. 

1 Lord, Your lordship is the most patient man in 
loss, the most coldest that ever turn*d up ace. 

Cio. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordship -, You are most hot, 
and furious, when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : 
If I could get this foolish Imogen, I should have gdd 
enough : It*s almost morning, is*t not ? 

1 Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this musick would come : I ani ad« 
vised to give her musick o' mornings } they say, it 
will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on 5 tune : If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so) we'll try with tongue too: if none 
will do, let her remain; but I'll never give o*er. 
First, a very excellent good^conceite^ thing ; after, 
a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich words to 
it,— -and then let her consider. 
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SONG. 

Hark f hark ! the lark at heaveti^s.gate singi^ 

And Phcsbus 'gins arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On choHc'd* powers that lies 
And winking Mary-^buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes; 
With every thing that pretty bin : 

My lady sweet, arise; 

Arise, arise. 
» 
So> get 70a gone : If this penetrate, I will consider 

your musick the better : ^ if it do not, it is a vice in 

her ears, which horse-hairs, and cats-guts^ nor the 

Tcxioe of unpaved eunuch to boot^ can never amend. 

[Exeunt Musiciaiit« 

Enter CyMBELiNE and Queen. 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo, I am glad, 1 was up so late ; for that*8 the 
reason I was up so early :* He cannot choose but take 
this service I have done, fatherly. — Good morrow to 
yoar majesty^ and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here th^ door of our stern 
daughter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Clo, I have assailed her with musick^ but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym, The exile of her minion is too new $ 
She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 

* Cups. 3 Will pay you more tot it. 

£ 2 
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Must wear the print of his remembrance out. 
And then she's yours. 

Queen. You are most bound to the lung; 

Who let*s go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 
With aptness of the season : ^ make denials 
Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspir*d to do those duties which 
You tender to her j that you in all obey her. 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senseless. 

Clo, Senseless? not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, embassadors from Rome j 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cj/m. A worthy fellow. 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself his goodness forespent on us^ 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear son. 
When you have given good morning to your mistress. 
Attend the queen, and us 3 we .shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman.— Come, our 
queen. 
^Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess. 

Clo. If she be up, 1*11 speak with her -, if not. 
Let her lie still, and dream. — ^By your leave ho !— 

[^Knocks^ 

4 With solicitations not only proper but well-timed. 
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I know her women are about her j What 

If I do line one of their handji ? lis gold 

Which buys admittance 5 oft it doth 5 yea^ and makeg 

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 

Their deer to the stand g[ the stealer | and 'tis gold 

Which makes the true man kiU'd, and saves the thief; 

Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : What 

Can it not do, and undo ? I wiU make 

One of her women lawyer to me ; for 

I yet not understand the case myself. 

By your leave. {Knocks. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

^ Ch. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lady. That's more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours. 
Can justly boast of: What's your lordship's pleasure ? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There's gold for you ^ seU me your good report. 

Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of Jrou 
What I shall think is good ?*~The princess—— 

Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister : Your sweet 

hand. 
Imo. Good-morrow^ sir : You lay out too much 

pains 
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For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I givCj^ 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks^ 
And scarce can spare them. 

Ch. Still, I swear^ I love yoQ« 

Imo, If you but said bo, *twere as deep with me: 
If you swear stHl^ your recompense is still * 
That i regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent;^ 
I would not speak. I pray you> spare me : i*faitbj 
J shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness j one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Clo, To leave you in your madness^ 'twere my sinr 
I will not. 

Imo. fools are not mad folks. 

Clo, Do you call qie fool } 

Imo. Aji I am mad, I do : 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir^ 
You put me to fctget 9 lady*» manners, 
by being so verbal : ^ and learn now, for all. 
That I, which know my heart, do here {M'onaunce^ 
By the very truth of it, I car« not for you i 
And am so near the lack of charity, 
(To accuse myself) I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than make't my boast. 

Clo. You sin against 

ObedieiKe^ which you owe yoi;r fathen For 
The contract you pretend with tliat ba^e wretch, 
<Oo?A bred of alma^ and fost^'d with ccdd dishes, 

5 So verbose, so full of talk* - 
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With tcnpfl o'the cdort,) it is no contract^ none t 
And though It be allow'd in meaner pairties^ 
(Yetwhoj thanhe^ more mean?) toknk theii^janli 
^On whom there i« no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-fignr'd knot |^ 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The consequence o*the cr^wn 3 and must n6t loil 
The precious note of it with a base slave> 
A hilding'' for a livery^ a squire's clotb> 
A pantler^ not so eminent. 

Imo. Profane fellow ! 

Wert thou the son Of Jnpker, and no taott. 
But what thou $tt, besides^ thou wert too bas^ 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough/ 
Even to the point of envy> if 'twere made 
Comparative for yoUr virtoea^ to be styVd 
Hie under-hangman Of hh kingdom j aiid hated 
For being preferred so weU* 

Clo. The south-fbg. rot him ( 

Imo, He never cftu meet more mischdnce^ thaik 
come ■^' 

To be but nam*d of thee. His meanest garment^ 
That ever hath but clipp*d his body, is detoer> 
In my respect^ than aU the hairs above thee^ 
Were they all made such men.— How now> Pisanio ? 

Eniir Pisanio. 

do. His garment ? Now^ the devilf— 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently :— • 

Cfo; His garment? 

^ In knots of their own tying. 
^ A low ftllow only fit to wmr a livery. 
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Jmo, I am ip rig hte d* whfaa fool; 

Frighted, and angered wane :^-Go, bid aj wo ma n 
Se^ch for a jewd, that too casuall/ 
Hath left mine arm; it was thy mastcr^s : 'ahiew me^ 
If I would lote it for a revenue 
Of any kii^s in Europe. I do think, 
I §ay(f*i this morning : confident I am, 
Laf t night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss*d it : 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Fi4. Twill not be lost. 

Itno. I hope so : go, and search. lExit Pis. 

Clo» You have abus'd me :•«« 

His meanest garment ? 

Imo, Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will make*t an action, call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too : . 

She's my good l^dy ; m^d will conceive, I hope, 
B]iit the worst of pie. So I leave you, sir. 
To the worst of discontent. [EanV. 

Clo. ril be revenged :-^ 

HU mc2|nest garment ?—rWell. L£«^ 

SCENE IV. 

Rome, ^n Apartment t/t Philario*s House, 

Enter Posthumus and Piiilario. 

Poaf, Fear it not, sir : I would, I were so ^mp -. 
To win die king, as I am bold, her honour 

*Haiinted, 
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Will remain hers. 

Phi, What means do you make to him ! 

Post, Not any 3 but abide the change of time | 
Quake in tlie present winter's state^ and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these fear*d hopes^ 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, 
0*erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly : And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages. 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post, 1 do believe, 

(Statist^ though I am none, nor like to be,) 
That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
Jn our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of /any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order' d, than when Julius Caesar 
Smird at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers,' they are peopl^^ such 
^h^t ngiend upon the world. . 

Enter Iaciiimo. 

Phi' See I lachimo ? 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land ; 
Aud winds of all the comers kissM your sails^ 

• Statesman* » To those who try thfcm. 
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To make your vessel nimble. 

Fhi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer mate 
The speediness of your return. 

lack. Your lady 

Is one the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Fast, And, therewithal, the l>est 5 or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts^ 
And be false with them. 

lach^ Here anft letters for yoa. 

Fost. Their tenoor good, I trust. 

lack, "Us veiy Hke. 

Fki. Was Caius Lucius m the Britain court. 
When you were there ? 

lach. He was expected then. 

But not approach*d. 

Fast. All id well yet. — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is*t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack. If I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
}*11 make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain 5 for the ring is won. 

Fost. The stone's too hard to come by. 

lack. Not a wbit# 

Your lady being so easy. 

Fost^ Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : I hope, you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lack. Good sir, we must. 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
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The knowledge of your mistress home^ I grant 
We were to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour^ 
Together with your ring 5 and not the wronger 
Of her^ or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. - 

Post. If you can make*t apparent 

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand. 
And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses. 
Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

lacks Sir, my circumstances. 

Being so near the truth, as I will make them. 
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
1 w91 confirm with oath 5 which, I doubt not, 
You'U give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

luck. First, her bed-chambeo 

(Where, I con^s, I slept not ; but, profess. 
Had that was well worth watching,) It was hang*d 
With tapestry of silk and silver ? the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cydnitts swell'd above the banks, or for 
rbe press of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravdy done, so rich, that it did strive 
[n workmanship, and value; which, I wonder*d. 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,^ 
Since the true life dn't was— — 

Post. This is true J 

hnd this yott might have heard of here, by me. 
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Or by some other. 

lack. More particolarB 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post, So they must. 

Or do your honour injury. 

Iach» The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece. 
Chaste Dian^ bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as another nature^ dumb 3 outwent her. 
Motion and- breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing. 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
Beings as it is^ much spoke of. 

lack. The roof o'the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted : Her andirons^ 
(I had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands.^ 

Fosf. This is her honour!— 

I^t it be granted, you have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

lack. Then if you can, 

IPulUtfg out the Bracelets 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : See !^^ 
And now *tis up again : It must be married 
To that your diamond; 1*11 keep them. 

Post, Jove!— 

^ Ornamented iron bars which support wood burnt in 
iclumneys. , ^ Torches in the hands of Cupids* 
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Once more ^t me behold it': Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

lack. Sir, (I thank her^) that: 

^£be sti'ipp'd it from her arm 3 I see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift. 
And yet enrich*d it too : She gave it me, and said. 
She priz*d it once. 

Post, May be, she pluck*d it off^ 

To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you ? doth she? 

Post. O, no, DO, no > 'tis true. Here, take this 
too; [Gives the Bing^ 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye. 
Kills me to look on*t :— Let there be no honour. 
Where there is beauty; truth, where semblance 3 love. 
Where there's another man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 
Than they are to their virtues 5 which is nothing :— • 
O, above measure false ! 

Phi, Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again j 'tis not yet wQn : 
It may be probable, she lost it ; or. 
Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted. 
Hath stolen it from her. 

Post, Wery true ; 

And so, I hope, he came by't : — ^Back my ring ;— 
Render to me some corporal sign about her. 
More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

Inch. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears j by Jupiter he swears. 
'Tis true ; — nay, keep the ring — 'tis true : I aoi sure. 
She would not lose it : her attendants are 
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All sworn and honourable : — ^They induced to steal it! 
And by a stranger ? — ^No, he hath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance ^ of her incontinency 
Is Ihis^ — she hath bought the name of whore this 

dearly.— 
There^ take thy hire : and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

PAt. Sir, be patient: 

This is not strong enough to be believ*d 
Of one persuaded well of— 

Po9t. Never talk on't ; 

She hath been colted by him. 

lack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : By my life, 
1 kiss*d it 3 and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though fidl. You do remembec 
This stain upon her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold. 
Were there no more but it. 

lack. Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetick : never count the 
turns ^ 
Once, and a million ! 

lack. 1*11 be sworn, 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swea'r you have not done't, you lie 5 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny x 

Thou hast made me cuckold. 

4 The badge ; \he token. 
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lacL I will deny nothing* 

Post. O, that I had her here^ to tear her liinb<-meal! 
I will go there, anddo*t$ i* the court; before 
Her Either :— I'll do something— . {^Edt* 

PAi, Quite besides 

The govemineat of patience !— You have won : 
Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 

Zack. With all my heart. 

SCENE V. 

The same. Another Room in the $dme^ 

Enter Posthumits* 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but wocoea^ 
Must be half- workers ? We arp bastards all ; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamp'd ^ some coiner with his todb 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained. 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency^ so rosy, the sweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn ; that I thought 

h^ 
As chaste asunsunn'd snow : — O, all the devils!— 
This yellow lachimo, in an hour, — ^was't not} — 

5 Modesty. 
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Or less,— at first : Perchance he spoke not; but. 

Like a full-acom*d boar, a Gverman one, 

Cry^d, oh ! and mounted : found no opposition 

But what he look*d for should oppose, and she 

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

The woman's part in me ! For there's no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I afiirm 

It is the woman's part : Be it l}ring, note it. 

The woman's; flattering, hers 3 deceiving, hersj 

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longings, slanders, mutability. 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay that hell knows. 

Why, hers, in part, or all j but, rather, all : 

For ev'n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that. I'll write against them. 

Detest them, curse them : — ^Yet 'tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they h^ve their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Exit. 

ACT III. 

SCENE I. Britain. A Room of State in 
Cymbeline's Palace, 

Enter Cymb£Lin£, Queen, Cloten, and Lords, at 
one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius, and 
Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar witk 

us ? 
Luc, When Julius Caesar (whose remembrance yet 



Scene I. CYMBELIKfi. 53 

Lives in men'fl eyes ; and will to eai^s^ and tongoei^ 
Be thetnei and hearing everj was in this foitain^ 
And conquer'd it> Cassibelan^ thine uncle, 
(Famous in Cssar's praises, no whit less 
Ulan in his feats deserving itj for hiinj 
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute^ 
Yearly three thousand pounds > which hy tiiiee lately 
Is left untender*d. 

Queen, And, to kill the marvel^ 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo» Th^re be tAahj Csesars> 

Eke such another Julius. Britain is 
A worid bj itself $ and we will nothing pay. 
For wearing our own noses. 

Quern. That opportuni^. 

Which thea they had to take from us^ to reaume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege^ 
The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle 3 Which standi 
Ai Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 
With Sands, that will not bear your enemies' boattf. 
But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of con* 

quest 
Caesar mdde here; but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and saw, and overcame : with shame 
(The first that ever toUch'd him,) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten 3 and his shippings 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our tetrible seas. 
Like egg-sheUs mor'd upon their surges, cracked 
As easily 'gainst our rocks : for joy whereof, 

VOL. IX. F 
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The fam'd Cassibelan^ who was once at point 
(O, giglot^ fortune!) to master Caesar's sword. 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing £res bright^ 
And Britons strut with courage. 

CVo. Come there's no more tribute to be paid : Our 
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time; and> as 
I said^ there is no more such Caesars : other of them 
may have crooked noses -, but^ to owe such' straight 
arms^ none. 

Cyrw. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo, We have yet many amcmg us can gripe as 
hard as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one } but I 
have a hand. — Why tribute ? why shouM we pay 
tribute ? If Caesar can hide the sun from us with a 
blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will pay 
him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more tribute^ pxaj 
jTou now. 

Cym. You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar's ambi- 
tion, 
(Which swelled so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us j which to shake off. 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws; (whose use the sword of Csesar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and franchise^ 
ShaU, by the power we hold, be our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angry 3) Mulmutius, 

• Strumpet. 
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Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himself a king. 

Luc, I am soriy, Cjrmbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Myself domestick officers,) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then : — ^War, and confusion. 
In Caesar's name pronounce I *gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted :^-*Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 

Ct/m. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Caesar knighted me; my youth I spent 
Much under him ) of him I gathered honour ; 
Which he, to seek of me again, perforce. 
Behoves me keep at utterance j' I am perfect,* 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Xheir liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, would show the Britons cold : 
So Caesar shall not find them. 

Luc» Let proof speak. 

CI04 His majesty bids you welcome Make pas* 
time with us a day, or two, longer : If you seek us 
afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in oux 
salt-water girdle : if you beat lis out of it, it is yours; 
if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the 
better for yoii ; and there's an end. 

Luc. So, sir. 

Ct/m, t know your master^s pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. * lExeunt. 

f At the extremity of defiance. * Well-inform^. 

r 2 
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SCENE II. 
Another Room in the same. 

Enter Pisakio. 

Pis. How! of adultery? Wherefore write you not 
What monster's her accuser ? — ^Leonatus ! 
0> master ! what a strange infection 
' Is fallen into thy ear ? What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongue*d> as handed,) hath prevsdl'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal ? No : 
She*8 punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes. 
More goddess-like than wife4ike, such assaults 
As would take in' some virtue.— O, my master ! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes.— How ! that I should murder her > 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command? — I, her? — ^her folood? 
If it he so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 
That I should seem to lack humanity. 
So much as this fact comes too ? Do't: The letter 

[Reading. 
That I have sent her, by her moH command 
Shall give thee opportunity : — O damn'd paper ! 
Black as the ink that's on thee ! Senseless bauble^ 
Art thou a feodary' for this act, and look'st 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

9 To takt in a town, is to conquer it* ' Confederate. 
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IfHO. How now> Pisanio ? 

Pw. Madam, here is a letter from mjr lord. 

1^9. Who ? thy lord ? tiwt is 1117 lord ? Leonatas? 
O, learii*d indeed were that aitronomer. 
That knew the stara, as I his characters ; 
He'd lay the future open.— You good gods. 
Let what is here contain'd relish of love. 
Of my lord's health, of his content,— ^et not. 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him/-« 
(Some griefs are med'cinable^ that is one of them^ 
For it doth physick love >— of his content. 
All but in that! — Good wax, thy leave :— -Bless'd be^ 
You bees, that make these locks of counsel * Loverly 
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tables. — Good news, gods i 

\Kead$. 

Justice, and your father* s wrath, should he take me 
in his dominion, could not he so cruel to me, as you, 
the dearest qf creatures, would not even renew me with 
your eyes. Take notice, that I am in Cambria, at 
Milford'Haoen. What your own love will, out of this, 
advise you, follow. So, he wishes you all happiness, 
that remains loyal to his vow, and your, increasing in 

^' LE0NATU3 POSTHUMUS. 

O, for a horse with wings !—Hear'st thou, Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ?— Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord) wholong'st,— • 
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O, let me *bate, — ^but not like me :^yet long*8t^-*- 
But in a fainter kind : — O, not like me ; 
For miners beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick^^ 
(Love*s counsellor should fill the bores of hearings 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way^ 
TeU me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all. 
How we may steal from hence; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going. 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get hence: 
Why should excuse be bom or e*er begot ? 
Well talk of that hereafter. Pr*3rthee, speak> 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pig, One score^ 'twixt sun and sun^ 

Madam> *s enough for you 3 and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man^ 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wa- 
gers. 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i'the clock's behalf : — But this is foolery : — 
Go^ bid my woman feign a sickness ', say 
She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 
/i. riding suit j no costlier than would fit * 

A franklin's ^ housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you're best consider. 

Imo, I see before me, man, nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them. 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee j 

* Croud Qne word on another, as fast as possible. 

3 A freeholder. 
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Do as I bid thee : There*s no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [j&retmf • 



SCENE III. 
Wales. A mountainous Country, with a Cave. 

£n^rr Bel A Rius^ Guiderius^ anJ Arviragus. * 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house^ with such 
Whose roofs as loyir as ours ! Stoop^ boys : This gate 
Instructs you h&w to adore the heavens 5 and bows you 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are arch*d so high^ that giants may jet ^ through 
And keep their impious turbands on^ without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail^ thou fair heaven I 
We house i*the rock^ yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gttt. Hail> heaven ! 

Arc. Hail^ heaven! 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to yon hill. 
Your legs are young ; Fll tread these flats. Ck>nsider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told you. 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done. 
But being so aUow'd : To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit from all things we see : ' 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded ^ beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this lifb ' 

4 Strut, walk proudly. s Scaly- wingod. 
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Is nobler^ t^ian attending for a check \ 
Richer^ than doing nothing for a babe ^ 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk: 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine. 
Yet keeps his book uncrossed : no life to ours.^ 

Gvi^ Out of your proof you speak : we, poor un« 
fledg'd. 
Have never wing*d from view o'the nest ; nor know 

not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 
|f quiet life be best \ sweeter to you, 
That hav^ a simper known 3 well corresponding 
With your stiff age 3 but, unto us, it is 
A cell oi ignorance \ travelling abed \ 
A. prison for a debtor^ that not dares 
To stride a lij^it,? ^ 

Arc. What should we speak of. 

When we are old a9. you ? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing; 
We are beastly 3 subtle as the fox, for prey j 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chace what flies 3 our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird. 
And sing our boQdage freely. 

jBe/. How you speak ! 

Did you but lyiow the city's usuries. 
And felt them knowingly : the art o'the court. 
As hard to leave, as keep 3 whose top to dimb 
Is certain falling, or 30 slippery, that 

* /. f • Compared with purs. 7 To 0Yerpa9S his bound. 
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The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of the war» 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 

I*the name of £une^ and honour; which dies i*the 

search; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph^ 
As record of fair act ; nay^ many times^ 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse. 
Must oourt'sey at the censure : — O, boys, this storjr 
The world may read in me : My body's mark'd 
With Roman swords : and my report was once 
First with the best of note : C3anbeline lov'd me -, 
And when a seedier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree. 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one nighty 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves. 
And leftme bare to weather. 

Gtd, Uncertain favour ! 

Bel, My fault being nothing (as I have told jaa 

oh,). 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect honour, swore t© Cymbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans : so, 
FoUow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years. 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world: 
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom *, paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time.— But, up to the mountains ; 
This is not hunters' language :-^He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o'the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
Aad we will fear no poison^ which attends 
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In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the val- 
leys. ^Exeunt Gui. and Art. 
How hard it is^ to hide the sparks of nature I 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king j 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think, they are mine : and, though trained up 

thus meanly 
I*the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them^ 
In simple and low things to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius, — ^Jove ! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, — Thus mine enemy fell; 
And thus I set my foot on his neck; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal^ 
(Once, Arviragus,) in as like a figure. 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark! the game is rous*d!— 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows. 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their mother. 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan calFd, 
They take for natural father. The game is up. lExit. 
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SCENE IV. 
Near Milford- Haven. 

Enter Pisanio and Imogen. 

Imo, Thou told'st me, when we came from horse^ 
the place 
Was near at hand : — Ne'er long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now: — Pisanio ! Man! 
Where is Posthumus ? What is'^in thy mind. 
That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that 

sigh 
From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus^ 
Would be interpreted a thing perplexed 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a haviour^ of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter? 
Why tender' st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If it be summer news. 
Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband's hand 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him. 
And he's at some hard point. — Speak, man 3 thy 

tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read \ 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a tiling 
The most disdain'd of fortune. 

Imp. [Reads.] Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath played 

' For behaviour. 
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the gtmntpet m my bed; the testimonies wkereof He 
bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak surmises; from 
proof as stnmg as my grief, and as certain as I expect 
my revenge. That part, thou Vissmw, must act for me, 
if thy faith be not tainted xvith the breach of hers. Let 
thine own hands take away her life : I shall give thee 
opportunities at Milfbrd-Haren : she hath my letter for 
the purpose: Where, if thou fear to strike, and to make 
me certain it is done, thou art the pandmr to her disko* 
nour, and equally to me disloyal. 
Fis, What shall I need to draw mj sword? the 
paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slander; 
Whose edge is sharper than thesword ; whose tongiie 
Oatvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breatii 
Bides on the posting winds, and doth b^e 
All comers of the world : kings, queens^ and states^ 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
.This viperous slander enters. — ^What cheer, madam? 

Imo, False to his bed! What is it, to be false ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep chafge 

nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 
And cry myself awake ? that*s false to his bed ? 
Is it? 
Pis, Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I false ? Thy conscience witness : — ^lachimo. 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain 3 now, methinks^ 
Thy favour's good enough.— Some jay 9 of Italj^ 

9Puftaf- in Italian, signifies both a jay and a whore. 






Scene IV. CYMBELINE. , 65 

Whose mother was her painting/ hath betrayM him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp*d : — ^to pieces with me ! — O, 
Men's vows are women's traitors ! All good seeming. 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy ; not born, wbere't grows $ 
Bat worn, a bait for ladies. 

PU. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, like £dse 
^neas. 
Were, in his time, thought fidse : and Sinon's weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthumus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur'd. 
From thy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest : 
Do thou thy master's bidding : when thou see'st him^, 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! 
I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
Fear not; 'tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed. 
The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou may*st be valiant in a better cause ; 
But now thou seem*st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt pot damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must diej 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thymaster*s: Against self-slaughter 

* Likeness* 
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There is a prohibition so divine. 

That cravens * my weak hand. Come, here's my heart ; 

Something's afore't : — Soft, softj we'll no defence; 

Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ? 

The scriptures ' of the loyal Leonatus, 

All tum'd to heresy ? Away, away. 

Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 

Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 

Believe false teachers : Though those that are betray'd 

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 

Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 

My disobedience 'gainst the king my father. 

And make me put into contempt the suits 

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 

It is no act of common passage, but 

A strain of rareness : and T grieve myself. 

To think, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her 

That now thou tir'st -* on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang'd by mei — ^Pr'3rthee, despatch : 

The lamb entreats the butcher; Where's thy knife? 

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 

When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady. 

Since I receiv'd command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis, I'll wake mine eye-baUs blind first. 

Jmo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles with a pretence ? this place ? 

* Cowards. 3 xhc writings, 4 Feedest or preys on. 
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Mine action^ and thine own ? our horses* lahour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
Sor my being absent V ^hereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone to f^. 
To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand. 
The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis, But to win time 

To lose so bad employment: in the which 
I have consider*d of a course 5 Good lady> 
Hear me with patience. 

Tmo. Talk thy tongue weary 5 speak : 

I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear. 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like j 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither : 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be. 
But that my master is abus*d : 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art. 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life, 

ril give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it 5 for *tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court. 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow. 

What shall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live } 
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Or in my life what comfort^ when I am 
Dead to my husband ? 

Pis. If yoa*ll back to the coart^*^ 

77770. No courts no father j nor no more ado 
With that harsh^ noble, simple, nothing : 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a si^e. 

Pis. If not at court. 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo. Where then? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night. 
Are they not but in Britain ? I'the world's volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ^ 
In a great pool, a swan's nest j Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Pis. 1 am most glad 

You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milfbrd-Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is 3 and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 
But by self-danger 3 you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least. 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear. 
As truly as he moves. 

Into. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on*t, 
I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here's the point : 

You must forget to be a woman; change 
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Command into obedience ; fear, and nicenesi^^ 
(The handmaids of all women^ or, more truly^ 
Woman it's pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must 
P'orget that rarest treasure of your cheek. 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack no remedy J) to the greedy touch 
Of conrnion-kissingHtan;^ and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein , 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo, Nay, be brief j 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
(*Tl8 in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to theni : Wotild you, in their serving. 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season. Tore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy,* (which you'll make him 

know. 
If that his head have ear in musick,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace you 3 for he's honourable^ 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me,' rich 5 and I will never fail 
Beginning, hor supplyment. 

Imo» Thou art all the comfort 

5 The sun. * /. e. Wherein you are accompiisbed. 

7 As for your subsistence, abroad you may rely on me. 
VOL. IX. G 
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The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away : 
There's more to be consider'd 5 but we'll even 
All that good time will give us : This attempt 
Tm soldier to>^ and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewdl: 
Lest, being miss*d, I be suspected of , 

Your carriage from the court. My noble miatreu. 
Here is a box ; I had it from the queen, ; 
What's in't is precious ; if you are sick at sea^ 
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — ^To some shade. 
And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. 

lExemU. 

SCENE V. 

A Room in Cymbeline's Palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cl6ten, Lucius^ and 

Lords. 

Cym. Thus far; and so farewell. 

Luc, Thanks, ro3ral sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir. 

Will not endure his yoke; and for o.urself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkingllke* 

* Equal to* 
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Luc, So, sir, I desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.— 
Madatn^ all joy befel your grace, and you ! 

Cym, My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 
The due of honour in no point omit :— 
So, farewell^ noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo, Receive it friendly : but from this time fortli 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner 5 Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords^ 

Till he have crossed the Severn. — Happiness ! 

^Exeunt Lucius, and Lords. 
Queen, He goes hence downing : but it honours usj 

That we have given him cause. 

Clo. Tis all the better ^ 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely^^ 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head^ from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. *Tis not sleepy business j 

But must be look'd to speedily> and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen. 
Where is our daughter ? She hath not appeared 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tendered 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty: 

G 2 
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We have noted it.— C^ her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

lExit an Attendant 
Queen, Royal sir^ 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been 5 the cure whereof, my lord, 
lis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : she's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes^ 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym» Where is she, sir ? How 

' Can her contempt be answer'd ? 

Atten. Please you, sir. 

Her chambers are all lock'd^ and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make* 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her. 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity. 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you. 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in. memory. 

Cyw. Her doors lock*d ? 

Notseen of late? Grant, heavens, that, which I jfear# 
Prove false! ^ [JSxif. 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after.— 

lExit Clotek. 






I 
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KsaniC; thou that stand'st so for Posthumus !— 

He hath a drug of mine : I pray^ his absence 

Proceed by swallowing that} for he believes 

It is a thing most precious. But for her^ 

Where is she gone? Haply> despair hath seiz*d her; 

Or, wing'd with fepour of her love, she's flown 

To her desbr'd Po^6mus : Gone she is 

To death, or to dishonour \ and my end 

Can make good use of either : She being down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

'Rjt^enter Clotek. 

How now, my son? 

Clo. Tis certain she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king \ he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Qtteeit. All the better : May 

This night forestall him of the coming day ! 

{Exit Queen. 

C/o. I love, and hate her : for she's fair and royal i 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman 5^ from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded. 
Outsells them all : I love her therefore 3 But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours o^ 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment. 
That what's else rare, is chok'd> and^ in that poin^ 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

£n^er PxsAKio. 
Shalt— Who is here ? What ! are you packing, sirrah ? 

• Than any /Wy, than all laditt^ than all wonmnkiHtU 
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Come hither : Ah^ you precious pandar ! VUkin, 
Where b thjr ladj ! In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pis, O, good my lord ! 

Qh), Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter 
I will not ask again. Close villain, 
I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find i^. Is she with Posthumus ? 
prom whose so many weights of h^seness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis, Alas, my lord, 

^ow can she be with him? When was she miss'd) 
^e is in Rome. 

Clo» Where is she, sir ? Come nearer j 

No further halting : satisfy me home. 
What is become of her ? 

Pis. O, my aU*worthy Ibrd ! 

Clo. All-worthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at once. 
At the next word,— No more of worthy lord,"^ 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis, llien, sir. 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. {PYesetiting a Letter, 

Clo. Let's see't:-—! will pursue her 

Even to Augustus* throne. 

Pis, Or this, or perish.'\ 

She's far enough J and what hp learns by this, > Aside. 
May prove his travel, aot her danger. J 

Clo, Humph ! 

Pis, HI write tq my lord she's dead, O Imogen^, 
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Safe may'st thou wander^ safe return again ! {Andi. 

Clo. Sirrah^ is this letter true ? 

Pt#. Sir, as I thiilk. 

C/o. It is Posthumus* hand; I know*t, — Sirrah> if 
tbou would'st not be a villain^ but do me true ser* 
vice 'y undei^o those employments^ wherein I should 
have cause to use thee^ with a serious industry^-* 
that is> what villainy soe*er I bid thee do, to perform 
it, directly and truly, — I would think thee an honest 
man : thou shouldest neither want my means for thy 
relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 

'Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me ? For since patiently and 
constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that 
beggar Posthumus, thou canst not in the course of 
gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt 
thou serve me ? 

Pw. Sir, I will. 

CU), Give me thy hand, here's my purse. Hast any 
of thy late master's garments in thy possession ? 

Pm. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit 
he wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 

Clo. The £rst service thou dost me, fetch tiiat suit 
hither : let it be thy first service 5 go. 

Pw. I shall, my lord, \Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven : — ^I forgot to ask 
him one thing j I'll remember't anon : — ^Even there 
thou villain^ Posthumus, will I kill thee. — I would 
these garments were come. She said upon a time, 
(the bitterness of it I now belch from my heart,) that 
she held the very garment of Posthumus in more re- 
spect than my noble and natural peraon, together 
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vith the adorament of my qualities. With that rait 
upon my back^ wil) I ravish her : First kill him^ and 
in her eyes ; there shall she see my valour, which 
will then be a torment to her contempt. He on the 
ground, my speech of insultment ended on his dead 
body, — and when my lust hath dined, (which, aft I 
say, to vex her, I wiU execute in the clothes that she 
so praised,) to the court I'll knock her back, foot her 
home again. She hath despised me rejoicingly^ and 
1*11 be merry in my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the Clothes. 

Be those the garments ? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

Ch. How long is't since she went to Milford* 
Haven ? 

Pis, She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is the 
second thing that I have commanded thee : the third 
is, that thou shalt be a voluntary mute to my design; 
Be but duteous, and true preferment shall tender it- 
self to thee. — My revenge is now at Milford ; 'Would 
I had wings to follow it ! — Come, and be true. 

lExit, 

Pis, Thou bidd*st me to my loss : for, true to thee. 
Were to prove false, which I will never be. 
To him that is most true. — ^To Milford go. 
And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, flow. 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fooVs speed 
Be crossed with slowness ; labour be his meed ! 

lExH. 
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SCENE VI. 
Before the Cave of Belarius. 

Enter Imogen^ in Boy*s Clothes^ 

Itno, I see, a man*s life is a tedious one : 
I have tir*d myself ^ and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick. 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milfofd, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee. 
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think. 
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie. 
That have afflictions on them ; knowing *tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes -, no wonder. 
When rich ones scarce tell true : To lapse in fulness 
I9 sorer, than to lie for need 5 and falsehood 
Is worse in kings, than beggars. — My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o*the false ones : Now I think on thee. 
My hunger's gone 3 but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this ? 
Here is a path to it : Tis some savage hold : 
J were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine. 
Ere clean it overthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards 5 hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. — Ho ! who's here ? 
If any thing that's civil, speak -, if savage. 
Take, or lend. — ^Ho! — No answer? then I'll enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on*t« 
^ucfa a foe, good heavens ! IShe goes into the Cave. 
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inter Belarius, 6uid£RIUs^ (7n(f Arviragus. 

Bel, You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman,' and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I,. 
Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match : * 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die. 
But for the end it works to. Comej our stomachs 
>Vill make what's homely, savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Fixids the down pillow hard. — ^Now, peace be here. 
Poor house, that keep'st thyself ! 

Guu I am throughly weaiy. 

Arc. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

Guu There is cold meat i'the cave; we'll browze 
on that. 
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd. 

Bd. Stay -, come not in : 

[hooking Iff. 

ut thiat it eats our victuals, I should think 
jrlere were a faiiy. 

Gtd. What's the matter, sir ? 

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not. 
An earthly paragon ! — Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, Good masters, harm me not : 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and tliought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : Good 
troth, 

' Best hunter* ^ Agreement. 
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I have stolen nought j nor would not, though I had 

found 
Gold strew*d o*the floor. Here*8 money for my meat : 
I would have left it on the boards so soon 
As I had made my meal ', and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gid. Money, youth? 

An\ All gold and silver rather turn to dut ! 
As *tis no better recl^on'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Into, I see, you are angry ; 

Know, if you kill nje for my fault, I should 
jEIave died, h^d I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven, sir. 

BeL What is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir : 1 have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy j he embark'd at Milford 5 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in^ this offence. 

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth, 

"Xliink us no churls 3 nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered ! 
*Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
^re you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it.— • 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth^ 

I should woo hard, but be your groom. — ^In honestyj 
I bid for you, as I'd buy. 

Arc, J'll make't my comfort^ 

is a man ; FU love him as my brother :— ' 

9 Ini for intot 



90 CYMBEUNE. Act III. 

And such a welcome as I*d give to him^ 

After long absence, such as yours : — ^Most welcome! 

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friendi 

If brothers ? — *Would it had been so, that"] 

they j 

Had been my father's sons ! then had my I . . , 
prize ^'Aside. 

Been less 5 and so more equal ballasting I 
Tp thee, Posthumus. j 

BeL He wrings at some distress. 

Guu 'Would, I could free't ! 

jirv. Or I ; whatever it bc^ 

What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods ! 

BeL Hark, boyi , 

[WTuspering. 
Imo, Great men. 

That had a court no bigger than this cave. 

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 

Which their own conscience seal'd them, (laying hf 

That nothing gift of differing-^ multitudes,) 

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods \ 

I'd change my sex to be companion with them. 

Since Leonatus false. 

BeL It shall be so : 

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt. — Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we have supp'd. 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

GuL Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the larl^^ 
less welcome. 

♦ Unsteady. \ 
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Imo. Thanks^ sir. 

Arv, I pray, draw near. lExeuni. 

SCENE VII. 
Borne. 

Enter Two Senators and Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor's writ; 
That since the common men are now in acdon 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians } 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Foil weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen off Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes. 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar ! 
Tr%. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 

2 Sen. Ay, 
Tri. Remainitjg now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will de you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri. We will discharge our duty. 

[ExemU 
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ACT rv. 

SCENE I. The Forest, near the Cave. 

Enter Ci^OTE^ , 

Clo. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his 
garments serve me ! Why should his mistress, who 
was made by him that made the tailor, not be fit too ? 
the rather (saving reverence of the word) for ^ 'tis said, 
a woman's fitness comes by fits. Therein I must 
play the workman. I dare speak it to myself, (for it 
is not vain-glory, for a man and his glass to confer^ 
in his own chamber, I mean,), the lines of my bodf 
are as well drawn as his ; no less yomig, more strong, 
not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the ad- 
vantage of the time, above him in birth, alike conver- 
sant in general services, and more remarkable in 
single oppositions : * yet this imperseverant thii^ 
loves him in my despite. What mortality is ! IV)8t- 
hupaus, thy head, which now is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within this hour be off-, thy mistriist 
enforced -, thy garments cut to pieces before thy fece : 
and all this done, spurn her home to her father : wha 
may, haply, bef a little angry for my so rough usage; 
but my mother, having power of his testiness^ shall 
turn all into my commendations. My horse is tied up 
safe : put, sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, 
put them into my hand ! This is the very description 
of their meeting-place 5 and the fellow dares not de- 
ceive me. [£«/. 

5 /. e. Because. ^ In single combat. 



.Scene II. CTMBEIIN£. t? 

SCENE II. 

Before the Cave. 

Enter, from the Cave, Belarius^ Guiderius, 
Arviragus^ and Imoo'en, 

Bel. You are not well : [To Imogen.] imnain 
here in the cave ; 
We'll come to you afler hunting. 

Arv. Brother^ gtay here t 

ITo lM0O£]r« 
Are we not brothers ? 

ImOm So man and man should be ; 

But day and clay difiers in dignity^ 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him, 

Imo. So sick I am not -, — ^yet I am not well ; 
But not so citizen a wanton^ as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you leave me; 
Stick to your journal '7 course: the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. I am ill ^ but your being by me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : I*m not very sick. 
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here : 
1*11 rob none but myself; and let me die. 
Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. I love thee 5 I have spoke it: 

How much the quantity, the weight as much. 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What? how? how? 

7 Keep your daily course. 
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Arv, If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother** fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door. 
And a demand who is*t shall die, I'd say. 
My father f not this youth. 

Bel. O noble strain ! \Aside. 

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base: 
Nature hath meal, and bran ^ contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father 5 yet who this should be, • 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me. — 

"Tis the ninth hour o'the morn. 

Arc. Brother, farewell. 

Imo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo. [Aside,"] These are kind creatures. Grods^ 
what lies I have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court : 
' Experience, O, thou disprov*st report ! 
The imperious* seas breed monsters ; for the dish. 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still 5 heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. 

Grui, I could not stir him : 

He said, he was gentle,^ but unfortunate j 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 
^ An\ Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 

BeL To the field, to the field :— 

We'll leave you for this time -, go in, and rest. 

• I mperial . 9 Well - born. 
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Arv. Well not be long away. 

fie/* Fray^ be not lidc^ 

For you must be our housewife, 

Imo. Well, or iD, 

I am bound to you. 

fie/; And so shalt be ever. 

lExit Imoovk. 
This youth, howe*er distress'd, appears, he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv, How ang^l-like he sings ! 

Gid. But his neat cookeiy ! tie cut our roots in 
characters } 
. And sauc'd our broths, as Juno had been sick. 
And he her- dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The sunk mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
From so iMne a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gm* t do note. 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Ming}e their spurs' together. 

Arv. Grow, i>atience! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine t 
. * Bel. It is great morning. Ck>me; away^.'^Who's 
there^ 

Enter Clotzv. ^ 

Clo. 1 cannot find those runagates ; that villain 

. 'Spun ait the roots of troes. 
TOX.. UL. H 
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Hath mock*d me :•*! am faint. 

Bel. Those runagates 1 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis . 

Cloten^ the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush* 
I saw him not these many years^ and yet 
I know 'tis he :— We are held as outlaws : — ^Henoe. 

Gui. He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are neajr : pray you, awqr | 
Let me alone with him. 

[Exeunt Belarius and ArviraguS. 

Clo. Soft! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 
I have heard of such.— -What slave art thoni i 

Gui, A tluDg 

More slavish did I ne*er, than answering 
A skwe, without a knock. 

Clo. , Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain: Yield thee, thief. . 

Gui. To who ? to thee ? What art thda ? HsTt 
not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big } 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger 5 for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why I should yield to thee ? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

Know*st me not by my clothes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rasca^ 

Who is thy grandfather 3 he made those clothes. 
Which, as it seems, make thee, 

Clo. Thou precious varH 

My tailor made them not. 

Qui, Henos then, and thank 
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The man that gave them thee; Thott art si5mli fobI| 
I am loath to beat thee. ' * 

CU). Thou injun-^s thief// 

Hear but my name, and tremble '. \ 

Gvi. * What* s thy name > 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. ^ , . 

Gvi. Qoten, Aou douUe villain, be thy liaxhe, 
1 cannot tremble at it) i'cre't toad^ of adder, spid^r^ 
*Twould move me sooner. 

Clo. . To thy further fear> 

NsrjT, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
t*m son fo the queen. 

Gm. I'm sorry for*t i not seeming ' 

So worthy as thy birth. 

C/a* Art not afeard ? 

Gait. Those that I reverence, those I fbar] th« 
wise : 
At fools I laugh^ not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand^ 
ru follow those that even now £ed hence. 
And on the gates of Lud*s town set your heads : 
Yidd^ rustick mountaineer. [Exeunt , fightings 

Baxter Belarius anc? Arviragus. 

BeL No company's abroad* 
Arc, None in the world : You did mistake him, sure^ 
Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it since I saw him. 
But time hath nothing blurred those lines of favour* 
Which then be wore ; the snatches in his voice^ 

* Countenance. 
H 2 
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■ ■ * 

And bant of speakings were as his: I am absdutej 
Twa» veiy Gloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them : 

I wish my brother rpake good time with him. 
You say he is so fell. 

BeU Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had npt apprehension 
Of roaring terrors 5 for the efiect of judgment 
ts oft the cause of fear : But see^ thy brother. 

Bje-mter Guiderius, with Cloten's Head. 

sGui. This Qoten was a fool i an empty purse. 
There was no money in*t : not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains^ for he had none: 
Xet I not doing this^ the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

BeL What hast thou done ? 

Gtd. I am perfect^^ what : cut off one Cloten'i 
head. 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who call*d me traitor, mountaineer } a^ swore. 
With bis own single hand he'd take us in,^ 
Pbplace our heads^ where (thank the gods !) tfa^ 

grow. 
And set them on Lud*s town* 

BeL We are all undone. 

Crtd. Why, worthy fiither, what have we to lofle^ 
But, that he swore, to take our lives ? The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender. 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 

s I am weil-informed what. ^ Conquer, subcLue. 



Scene IL CYMBELINE. 89 

For' we do fear the law ? What eompanj 
Discover you abroad ? 

BeU No single sool 

Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason. 
He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation 5 ^ ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav'd. 
To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps. 
It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make tome stronger head: the which he hearings 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He'd fetch us in J yet is't not probable 
To come alone, dUier he 'SO undertaking, 
Orthey so suffering : then on good ground we fear^ 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Aro. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe*er. 
My brother hath done well. 

BeL I had no mind 

Ta hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my wqr long forth.' 

Gm, With his own sword, 

Whidh he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from hhn : 1*11 throw't into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the 8ea> 
And teU the fishes, he's the queen's son, Cloten : 
That's all I reck.* [firff. 

s For, for because. 
• ChaDse» alteratioik ? Did ouik* jaywalk tedious. > Care. 
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Bel. I fear, 'twill be revenged i 

'Would^ Polydore, thou bad'st not done*t ! thoagb 

valour 
becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. 'Would I had done't. 

So the revenge alone pursued me l-^Polydore^ 
I love thee brotherly j but envy much. 
Thou hast robb*d me of this deed : I would, revet^^. 

That possible strength might meet, would seek us 

through. 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel. ; Well, 'tis done :— 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock } 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay 
Till hasty Pojydore return^ and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arc. Poor sick Fidde ! 

I'll willingly to him : To gain^ his colour, 
I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood. 
And praise myself for charity* [Exii, 

Bel. . O thou goddess. 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st 
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough. 
Their royal blood enchaf d, as the rud'st wind. 
That by the tpp doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. *Tis wonderful^ 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd 5 honour tmtaught 5 

9 Kf^piOf lestoie. 
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Civility not seen from other ; valour^ 
That wildly grows in them^ hut yields a crop 
As if it had been sow*d ! Yet still it's strange 
What Cloten*s being here to tis portends ; 
Or what his death will bring us. 

lU'^enter Guiderius* 

■ • 

Gid. Where's my brother ? 

I have sent Cloten's elotpoU down the stream^ 
InembaiBsy to his mother 3 his body's hostage 
F(»- his return. ISolemn Muriclc. 

Bel. My ingenious instrument ! 

Harky Polydore^ it sounds 1 But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! H^rk ! 

Gtd. Is he at home?. ' ^ 

BeL He went hence «ven now. 

GiaV'What does he mean? since death of my 
dear'st mother 
It did not speak before. ' All solemn things ■ « 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter! ^ 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys^* 
Is jollity fyr apes> and grief for boys^ 

Is Cadwal mad ? 

* . ■ 

Jle-en^er Arviragus^ bearing Imogen as dead, m 

his Arms, 

'I . > 

BeL hook, here he comes^ 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms^ 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Aro. The bird is dead. 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 

s Tnfles. 
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Have skippM from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
To have tiirn*d my le^iiig dme into a cratch. 
Than have seen this. 

Gia. O sweetest^ direst lily ! 

My brother wears th^ not the one half so wcU^ 
As wl^n tboa grew*st thyself, 

Bd. 0> melancholy f 

Who ever yet oould sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze> to show what coast thy sluggish craie* 
Might easiliest harbour in?— Thou blessed thing ! 
^ove knows what man thou might'st have made \ 

but I, 
Thou diedst^ a most rare boy> of melancholy !«-• 
How found you him ? 

Aro. Stark,' ^s you se^ : 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as death's dart, being laugh*d at : his right cheek 
Beposing on a cushion. 

Otti. Where ? 

Arc. O'the floor % 

His arms thus leagu'd: I thought, he slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues ^ from ofl^ my k^t, whose rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Girf. Why, he bi|t bleeps ; 

If he be gone, he*ll make his graye a bed 3 
With female fairies will his tomb b^ haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee« 

A%y* With fairest flowerfj 

Whilst aummer lasts^ and I live here, Fidele, 
}*U sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 

* A sloW'Suling, unwieldy vessel. 3Sti((i 

4 Shoes plated with iro9> 
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lower, that's like thj face, pale primrose t nor 

zur*d hare-bell, like thy veins 3 no> nor 

saf of eglantine, whom not to slander^ 

weeten'd not thy breath: the ruddock' would^ 

charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 

i rich-left heirs, tha^let their fathers lie 

mt a monument !) bring thee all this ; 

ind fturr*d moss besides, when flowers are none, 

nt^-ground^ thy cors^, 

L Pr*ythee, have done 1 

b not play in wench-like words with that 

h is so serious. Let us bury him, 

lot protract with admiration what 

w due debt. — ^To the grave. 

^ Say, where shall's lay him) 

U By good Euriphile, our mother, 

9. Be*t so : 

J6t US, Polydore, though now our voices 

got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
ice our mother -, use like note, and wordsj 
that Euriphile must be Fldele. 
i. Cadwal, 

not sing : 1*11 weep, and word it with thee: 
otes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
priests and fanes that lie. 
P. We'll speak it then. 

f. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for 

Cloten 
ite forgot. He was a queen's son, hoys : 

though l^e came our enemy, remember, 

' The red-breast. • 
noblbl/ i comipt readiuig » for, wiiSer round thy corse. 
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He was paid^ for that: Though meaii and niigh^> 

rotting 
Together, hare one dust ; yet reverence, 
(That angel bf the worlds) doth make distinction 
Of place * tween high and low. Our fbe was prineelj i 
And though you took his life, as being our fqe^ 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

GuL Pray, you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites* body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv. Ifyou*ll go fetch him. 

We*ll say our song the whilst, — ^Brother^ b^in. 

lExit BELABtUS. 

Gui, Nay, Cadwal, wemust lay his head to theeast; 
My father hath a reason for*t. 
Arv. Tia true. 

Qui, Come on then, and remove him. 
Arv. So,- 

SONG. 

Gui. Fear no mare the heat o*the sun. 

Nor the furious mnter*s rages 5 
Thou thy worldly task hast, done. 

Home art gone, and ta\en thy wages,: 
Golden lads and girls all must^ 
As chimney 'peepers, come to dust, 

Arv, Fear no more the frown o'the grM^ 
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe, and eat-; 
To thee the reed is as- the oak .-^ ' 

The sceptre, learning, physick, musi 

AU follow this, and come to dust* . *• • . 

* Punished. 
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Crui. Fear no more the lightfdng-flash, 
Arv, Nor the aH-dreaded thunder-stone ; 
Gui. Fearnot slander, censure"^ rash; 
Anr. Thou hast finish' dj 01/ and moan : 
Both; All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign^ to thee, and come to dmU 

Gui. No exorciser harm thee ! 
Arv. Nor no wtchcrqft charm thee ! 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Arr. Nothing iU come near thee ! 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 

And renorjmed he thy grave I ' 

center Belarius^ mth the Body of Clotek. 

id. We have done our obsequies : Come lay him 

down. 
!«/• Here's a few flowers^ but about midnight, 

more : j . 

herbs^ that have oil them cold dew o'tbe nighty 
strewings fitt*st for graves.— Upon their faces :— 
; were as flowers, now withered : even so 
56 herb'lets shall, whjch we upon you strow.— 
le on, away : apart upon our knees, 
groimd, that gave them first, has them again 5 
ir pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius^ and 
Arviragus. 
DO. [Awaking.'] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven; 

Which is the way ?— 

7 Judgment. > Seal the same contract* 

9 See W. ColUns's song at the eod of the Play. 
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I thank you. — ^By yon bush ? — ^Pray, how fiur thither? 

•Qds pittikins ! '— <an it be six miles yet ? 

I have gone all night :—-*Faith^ 1*11 lie down and 

sleep. 
But^ soft ! no bedfellow : — O^ gods and goddesses! 

[Seeing ike Bodij, 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world} 
This bloody man^ the care on*t.-— I hope» I dream j 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures : But 'tis not so ; 
Twas but a bolt^ of nothings shot at nothing. 
Which the brain makes of fumes ; Our very eftM 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Goodialth^ 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still : ev^n when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ) not imagin'd, felt. 
A headless man !-*The garments of Posthumus ! 
I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh j 
The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial' faoH* 
Murder in heaven ?•*— How ? — 'Tis gone. — ^Pisank)^ 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Conspir'd with that irregulous* devil, Cloten, . 
Hast here cut off my lord. — To write, and read. 
Be henceforth treacherous ! — ^Danm'd Pisimio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn'd Pisanio— 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 

' This diminutive adjuratiotf is derived from G§d*t w^pitf, 
* An anow* 3 a fince like Jove's. ^ Lawlessi licentious. 
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Struck the main-top.!—-Oj Posihumus! alas. 
Where is thy head? where*8 that? Ah me! whexe*i 

that? 
F^s^nio nught have killM thee at the heart. 
And left this head on. — ^How should this be ? Pisanio ? 
lis he, and Ooten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! ' 
Hie drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And oofdial to me, have I not found it 
Murd*rous to the senses ? That confirms it home: 
This is Fisanio's deed, and Cloten's : O ! — 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood. 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord! 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers, <md a 

Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garrisoned in Gallia, 
After your will, have crossed the sea : attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are here in readiness. 

Luc* But what from Rome } 

Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the c6nfiner8. 
And gentlemen of Italy 3 most willing spirits. 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 
Sienna*s brodier. 

Luc* When expect you them ? 

Cop. With the next benefit o*Uie wind. 

Jjuc» This forwardness 

Itfakes.our hopes fair. Command, our presentnumbers 

5 ;. r. /Ht a readyi apposite conclusion. 
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S'^oU. Last zaglil the rerj gods shoved me a 
(I £tt^ jod pof'd, for diear imdl^eoDe,) Thm:— 
I ttw Jdre*f bad, die Booaan ea^le, vin^d 
From ^ V^ faath to this port of the m^ 
Tbene Yanjih^dindiefmibeams: wbich poctend^ 
(Uoleit iDf fins aboff^ my dhioatioo^) 
Suocest to the Roman hart. 

Ltte^ Dieam often so^ 

And never £diew— Scft, ho ! what tnink is here, 
Withoot his top ? Hie min speaks, that sometinie 
It was a worthj hnilding. — ^How ! a page ! — 
Ordead, or sleepii^ cm him ? Bat dead, rather: 
For nature dodi abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.-^- 
Let's see the boy^s face. 

Cap. He is aliye^ my lord. 

IMC0 He'll then instruct us of this body. — Young 
one. 
Inform us of thy fortunes 5 for, it seems. 
They crave to be demaiided : Who is this. 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he. 
That, otherwise than noble nature did. 
Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy interest 
In this sad wreck i How came it ? Who is it } 
What art thou ? 

Jmo* I am nothing : or if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good. 
That here by mountaineers lies slain :— Alas ! 
There are no more such masters : I may Wander 
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From east to Occident,^ ciy out for riervSce>^ *■ 

Try many, allgood^ serve truly, iiev^r ' • 
Find sacb another master. 

Luc* 'lAck, goodyottth! * 

Thoa mov'st ho less witfc thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding: Say his name, good friend* 

Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope lAside. 
They*ll pardon it. Sayyou^ sir? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo^ Fidele. 

Luc, Thou dost approve thyself the very same : 
lliy name well fits thy faith 3 thy faith, thy name. . 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say, 
Tlioa shalt be so well master'd j but, be sure. 
No less belov'd. Tlie Roman emperor's letters. 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own W9rth prefer thee : Go with me. 

Jmo, rn follow, sir. But first, an*t pleasie the gods, 
1*11 hide my master from the fiies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes "^ can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew*d his 

grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers. 
Such as I can, twice o*er, I'll ^eep, and sigh i 
And, leaving so his service, follow ytou, ' 
So please you entertain me. 

ImC, Ay, good youth j 

And rather father theoj, than master thee. — 
My friends. 
The boy hath taught ijis manly duties : Let us 

^Thewctt, 7Herfiin?ert. 
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Find oat the pretdest daisied plot we can> 

And make him with oar pikes and pardzans 

A grave : Come> arm him.— -Boj^ he u pieferr'il 

By thee to us } and he shall be interr*d> 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine ejres : 

$ome Ms are means the happier to arise. [^[Ettemt, 

SCENE III. 
A Room in Cymbeline's Palace^ 

Enter Ctmbelike^ Lords> and Pisakxo. 

Cym. Again} and bring me word^ how *ti8 with herr 
A fever with the absence of her son ; 
A madness^ of which her life's in danger :— HeaveoSi 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen^ 
The great part of my comfort^ gone : my queen 
Upon a desperate bed 3 and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; her son gone^ 
So needful for this present : It strikes me^ past 
The hope of comfort. — ^But for thee, fellow. 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
I)ost seem so ignorant, we*ll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours j 

I humbly set it at your will: But, for my mistttsi^ 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone. 
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your hi^^ 

ness. 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 1/>rd. Good, my liege. 

The day that she was missing, he was here : 
I dare be bound he*s true, kad shall perform 
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All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him^ 
And wiU> no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The tune's troublesome : 

We*U slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 

[To FlSANIO. 

Does yet depend. 

1 Lord. So please Jrour majesty. 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of &>man gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym, Now for the counsel of my son, and queen!—* 
I am amaz*d with matter.^ 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 

Your preparation can afiront^ no less 
Than what you hear of : come more, for more you*re 

ready : 
The want is, but to put those powers ' in motion^ 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you s Let's withdraw : 

And meet ^e time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here.— Away. . [Exeunt. 

Pis. I heard no letter from diy master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange : 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings ; Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perples'd in all. The heavens still must work : 

* Confounded by a variety of business* 9 Encounter* 

> Forces. ' 

TOL. IX. I 
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Wherein I am£ilse> lam honegt ; not true^tobe tnie. 
These present wars shall find I love my coantxy> 
Even to the note* o*the king^ or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts^ by time let them be dear'd : 
Fortune brings in some boats^ that are not steer'd. 

SCENE rvr. 

Before the CavCm 

Enter Belarius^ Guiderius^ and Arvxragits* 

^ Om. The noise is round about us. 

BeU Let us from it« 

Arv. Whatpleasurej sir^ find we in life^ to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

Gui. i^^y» what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romana 
Must or for Britons slay us ', or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts^ 
During their use^ and slay us after* 

BeL Sons, 

We*ll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
Xo the king^s party there's no going ; newness 
Of Cloten*s death (we being not known, not niU8ter*d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render ^ 
Wher^ we have liv*d ^ and so extort from us 
That which ^)veVe done, whose answer would be deadr 
Drawn on with torture. 

Guf. This is, sir, a doubt^ r 

In such a time, nothing becoming you, 

* Notice. 3 Revoltecs. ^ An accouat. 
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Nor satisfyii^ as. 

Aro. It is not likeljr. 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh^ 
Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so doy'd importantly as now, ' 
That they will waste their time upon our note,* 
To know from whence we are. 

BeU O, I am known 

Of many m the army : many years. 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And,, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves 5 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding. 
The certainty of this hard life 5 aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis*di 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
•The shnnking slaves of winter. 

Gilt. Than be so. 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I tmd tof brother are not known ; yourself. 
So out of thought, and thereto so o*ergrown^ 
Cannot be questioned. 

Arc. By this sun that shines, 

rU thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever looked on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ^ 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne*er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham*d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The beoefit of his bkss'd beams, remaining 

I Koticing us. 
I 2 
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So long a poor unknown. 

Gilt. By beavens, IH go : 

If you will bless me^ tivt, and give me leaver 
ril take the better care; bat if jroa will not^ 
The hazard therefore doe 611 oo me^ by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arc. So saj I ; Amen. 

Bd. No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack*d one to more care. Have withyoc^ bflji: 
If in your country wars you chance to die. 
That is my bed too, lads, and there 1*11 lie : 
Lead, lead. — The time seems long; tbdr blood thinb 
scorn, [Amie. 

Till it fly out, and show them princes bom. 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. A Field between the British mid Bomsa 

Camps, 

Enter Posthumus, with a bloody HandkercUrf, 

Post. Yea, bloody doth, I'll keep thee ; fcir I wiib'd 
Thou should' St be coloured thus. You married ODei# 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than thenoaelvefli. 
For wrying^ but a little ?•— O, Fisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all commands : 
No bond, but to do just ones.--<jods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I pever 

< Deviating from the right way. 
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Had liv*d to put on'? this : so had you saved 

The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 

Mewretch> more worth your vengeance. But^ alack. 

You snatch some hence for little faults; thafs love^ 

To have them fall no more : you some permit 

To second ills with ills, each elder worse ) 

And make them dread it to the doer's thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills^ 

And make me bless'd to obey ! — ^I am brought hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady's kingdom: Tis enough 

That, Britain, I have killed thy mistress ; peace ! 

I'll ^ve no wound to thee. Tli^refore, good heavens^ 

Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds^ and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight 

Agsunst the part I come with ; so I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown. 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gods put the strength o'the Leonati in me! 

To shame the guise o'the world, ' I will begin 

The fashion^ less without, and more within. lExit. 

7 Incite, instigate. 
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SCENE II. 
The samCm 

pnter at one side, Lucius> Iachimo^ and ike Roman 
Army; at the other Side, the British Army; 
Leonatus PosTHUMusybZ/oxwwg ity like a poor 
Soldier. They march over, and go out. Alarums, 
Then enter agaifk in skirmfsh, Iachimo and tosi* 
HUMUS ;^ he vanqtusheth and disarmeth Iachimo^ 

* qni thenkfl^es km* 

V' lach. The heaviness and gfuilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I h^e belied a lady^ 
The princess, of this cxmntry^ and the air on*t 
Revengingly enfeebles me j Or could this carlj* 
A very drudge of natuie's, have subdu'd me. 
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours^ bproo 
As I wear mine^ are titles but of scorn. 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before / 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. 

[Eat. 

fhe battle continues the Britons^j^j Cymbi^LINK is 
taken: then enter to his rescue, Belarius, Gui- 
BERius, anc? Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the 
ground ; 
llie lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
•yhe villainy of our fears, 

• Clown. 
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Gm. Arv. Stand, standi and fight t 

JBn/er PosTHUMUS, and seconds, the Britons, Tkey 
rescue CymbelinEj and exeunt. Then, enter Lu« 
ciys> Iachimo> andluoQEHf, 

. ' r- ■- • • . . ■ ; 

X^« AwsLj, hoy, from the troq^s^ and save thjrsdf : 
For friends kill friends^ and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink*d, 

lack. 'Tis their fi)6sh supplies. 

Luc* It is a day tum*d strangely : or betimes 
I/et's le-enforoe^ or fly. [Exeunt^. 

SCENE m. 

Another Part qf the Field, 

Enter Posthumus aiid a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam*8t thou from where they made the stand ? 

Post. I did: 

Though you> it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord, I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir 3 for all was lost. 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying ' 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy fuU-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work •. 
More plentiful than tools to do*t, struck dqwn 
Some niprtally, some slightly touched, some falling 
Merely through fear; that the strait pass was damm*d9 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living . 

9 Blocked up: 
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To die with lengthened shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle^ ditch*d^ and waU*d wldi 
turfj 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier^^^- 
An honest one^ I warrant ; who deserv'd 
So long a breedings as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for his country j— athwart the lane, 
He^ with two striplings^ (lads more like to run 
The country base>* than to commit such slaughteri 
With faces fit for masks^ or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas*d, or shame^) 
Ibiade good the passage 3 cry'd to those that fled. 
Our Britain's harts diejlying, not our mm : 
To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards / Stand | 
Or we aj-e Romans, and will give yon that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly ; and may save. 
But to look back in frown: stand, stand.^-^These threes 
Three thousand confident^ in act as many, 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The rest do nothings) with this word, stand, stand, 
Accommodated by the place^ more charming. 
With their own nobleness, (which could have tum*d 
A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks« 
Fart, shame, part, spirit renewed 3 that some, tam*d 

coward 
But by example (O, a sin in war, 
Damn'd in the first beginners i) 'gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o*the hunters. Then began 
A slop' i*the chaser, a retire ) anon, 

■ A country game called ^ison hin, vulgarly frhoH^ba^$ 
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A rout, confusion thlcji : Forthwith they fly 
Chickens^ thewaywbichtheystaop*d eagles; slavey. 
The strides they victors made : and now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages^ became 
The life o*the need; having found the back -door open 
Of the unguarded hearts^ Heavens^ how they wound! 
Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 
Overborne i*the former wave : ten, chac*d by one. 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs^ o*the £eid. 

Lord. This was strange chance : 

A^'narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Fast, Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear. 
Than to work any.-* Will you rhjrme upon't. 
And vent it for a mockery? Here is one : 
Thvo boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
Preserv'd the Britons, was the Roman's bane. 

Jjord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post, 'Lack, to what end } 

Who dares not stand his foe, 1*11 be his friend : 
For if he*ll do, as he is made to do, 
I know, he'll quickly fly my fnendship too. 
You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell, you are angry. 

[Exit. 

Post. Still going ? — This is a lord ! O noble misery ! 
To be i'the field, and ask, what news, of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To hav<9 sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do*t, 

* Terrors. 
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And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe chann^dy 
Ck)uld not find deaths where I did hear him groan > 
Nor feel him^ where he struck : Being an ugly monster, 
Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds. 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. — ^Well, I will findhinu 
For being now a favourer to the Roman, 
No more a Briton, I have re-sum'd again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more. 
But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take; Forme, my ransome*8 death; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again^ 
But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter Two British Captains, and Soldiers* 

1 Cap, Great Jupiter be prais*d ! Lucius is taken: 
*Tis thought, the old man and his sons were angds. 
' 2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a silly babitt 
That gave the affront^ with them. 

1 Cap, So *tis reported: 
But none of them canbe found.— -Stand ! who is there ? 

Post, A Roman j 
Who had not, now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answered him. 

2 Cap, hay hands on him ; a dog \ 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peeked them here; He brags liil 
service 

3 Encounter. 
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As if he were of note : bring him to die king. 

taUer Cymbeline^ attended; Belarius^ Guide* 
iiiV9> Arviragus^ PisaniOj and 'Romzn Ca^ 
tives* The Qzi^tsan!& present Posthumus to Cym- 
BELiNE^ loho delivers him over to a Gaoler: after 
jfphich, all go outr 

SCENE IV. 
A Prison, 

Enter Posthcxmus^ and Two Gaolers* 

1 Gaol, You shall not now be stolen, you have 

locks upon you } 
So, grazed as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, ev a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gaolers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage 1 for thou art a way, 
I think, to liberty : Yet am \ better 
Than. one that*s sick o*the gout : since he had rather 
Groan, so in perpetuity, than be cur'd 
By the sure physician, death i who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art fetter'd 
More than my shanks, and wrists : You good gods^ 

giv^ me 
The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt. 
Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am sorry? 
So children temporal fathers do appease j 
Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent } 
I cannot do it better than in gyv'es,^ 

♦ Fetters. 
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Desir*dj more than constrained : to satisfy. 

If of my freedom 'tis the main part^ take 

Ko stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men. 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement j that's not my desire : 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; . and though 

*Tis not so dear, yet *tis a life ; you coin'd it : 

*Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp j 

Though light, take pieces fc^ the figure sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this life. 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I'll speak to thee in silence. \Ht skejn. 

Solemn MusickJ Enter, as an Apparition, SiciLius 
£eonatus. Father ^o Posthumus, an old Man, 
attired like a Warrior; leading in hi$ Hand an 
ancient Matron, his Wife, and Mother to Post- 
humus, with Mustek before them. Then, after 
other Mustek, follow the Two Yomg Leonati, Bra* 
ihers to Posthumus, with Wounds, as they died 
in the Wars. They circle Posthumus round, as he 
Ues sleeping, 

Sid. No more, thou thunder master, show 

Thy spite on mortal flies : 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide. 

That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges. 

s This Scene is supposed not to be Shakspeare's^ but foisted 
in by the PUyers for mere show. 
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Hath wj poor boy done au^t but wtll. 

Whose face I never saw? 
I died, whilst in the womb he sta/d 

Attending Nature's law. 
Whose fiither then (as men report. 

Thou orphans* father art^) 
Thou should'st have been, and shidded him 

From this earth-vexing smart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her jud. 

But took me in my throes $ 
That from me was Posthdmus ript. 

Came crying 'mongst his foes, 
A thing of pity ! 
Sid. Great nature, like his ancestry. 

Moulded the stuff so fair, «. .^ 

That he deserv'd the praise o*the world. 

As great Sicilius* heir. 
1 Bro. Wpica once he was mature for man. 

In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel | 

Or fhutfol object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 

Gould deem his dignity ? 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'4» 

To be exil'd and thrown 
From Leonati' seat, and cast 

From her his dearest one. 
Sweet Imogen ? 
Ski. Why did you suiier lachimo. 

Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 

With needless jealousy ; 




114 CYMBELINE. ActVi^ 

And to become the geck^ and scorn 

O' the other's villainy ? 
2 Bro. For this^ frova stiller seats we came^ 

Our parents^ and us twain^ 
That^ striking in our country's cause^ 

Fell bravely^ and were slain i 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right. 

With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 

To Cjrmbeline perform'd : 
Then Jupiter, thou king of gods. 

Why hast thou thus adjourned 
The graces for his merits due ^ 

Being all to dolours tum*d ? 
Sici. Thy crystal window ope j look out ^ 

No longer exercise. 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 

And potent injuries: 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our sod is gdod,^ 

Take off his miseries. 
Ski. Peep through thy marble mansion; help! 

Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest. 

Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter j or we appeal. 

And from thy justice fly. 

« The fool. 
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TvpiTEa descends in Thunder and Lightning, sUtmg 
upon an Eagle: he throws a Thunder-bolt* Tkc 
Ghosts fall on their knees, 

Jvp. No morCj you petty spirits of re^on low, 

Oltod otif headngjhtwh!— How dare yoil gfrosts, 
(Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know. 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 
Poor shaddws of Elysium, hence 5 and rest 

Upon your never withering banks of flowers : 
Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is, you know, 'tis ours* 
Wliom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift. 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 
four low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Ott Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married.— Rise, and fade!-« 
Ele shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made, 
rhis tablet lay upon his breast; wherein 

Our pleasuie his full fortune doth conflne ; 
knd so, away : no further with your din 

Express impatience^ lest you stir up mine,— • 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystdine. 

[^Ascendsm 

Sid. He came in thunder ; his celestial breach 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
$toop*d^ as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our bless*d fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the inunortal wing, and cloys his beakj 
(Is ^hen his god is pleas'd. 



%■> 
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AIL Thanks^ Jupiter! 

Sid. The marble pavement closes, he is entered 
His radiant roof :— Away ! and, to be blest^ 
Let us with care perform his great behest. 

[GhosU 'oomA* 

Post. \Walcmg.'\ Sleep, thou hast been a grandsirei 
and begot 
A father to me : and thou hast created! 
A mother and two brothers : But (O scorn !) 
Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were bora. 
And so I am awake.— Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness* favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. — ^But, alas, I swerve: 
Many dream not -to find, neither deserve^ 
And yet are steeped in favours ^ so am I> 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? 0> nut one ! 
B6 not, as b our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers^ 
As good as promise. 

[Reads.] When as a lion's whelp shall, to Ims^ 
known, without seeking Jind, and he embraced k) i 
piece of tender air ; and when from a stately ^ekit 
shall he lopped branches, which, being deadmaaf 
years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, 
and freshly grow; then sliall Posthumus end hi 
miseries, Britain he fortunate, and flourish in pcM 
and plenty. 

*Tis still a dream ; or else sudi stuiF as madmea 
Tongue, and brain not : mther both, or nothing : 
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Or senfldess speakings or a speaking sach ' 
As sense cann6t untie. Be what it is. 
The action of my life is like it, which 
111 k^p> if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaokrs. 

Gaot, Come, sir^ are yoti ready for d^th ? 

Posi. Over-roasted rather : . ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir j if you be ready 
for that you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators^ 
the dish pa3r8 the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the 
Comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
iear no more tavern bills -, which are often the sadness 
of parting, as the procuring of mirth: you come 
in faint for want of meat, depart reeling with too 
much drink) sorry that you have paid too much, 
and sorry that you are paid too much ; purse and 
brain both empty : the brain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of heavi- 
ness : O ! of this contradiction you shall now be 
quit.-— O the charity of a penny cord! it sums up 
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it ; of what's past, is, and to come, the 
discfaiirge :— Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and 
counters $ so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the tooth- 
acb : But a man that ^ere to sleep your sleep, and 
i hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would 

VOL. IX. K 
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change places with his officer : tor, look yoi, Wi 
you know not which way you shall go. 

Po9t. Yesy indeed, do I, fellow* 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in*8 head then $ I hm 
not seen him so pictured : you must either be directed 
by some that take upon them to know i ortakeupoa 
yourself that* which I am sure you do not know; or 
jump'' die after-inquiry on your own peril : and bow 
you shall speed in your journey's end^ I think you'll 
never return to tell one. 

PobU I teH thee, fellow, there are none want egret 
to direct them the way I am gbii^ but sucbas wiaky 
snd will not use them* 

CrMol. What an infinite mock is thia^ that a maa 
diould have the best use of eyes, to see the wa^^ 
idindness! I am sure, hanging's the way of viaUfl|« 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mti$, KnoA off his manacles > bring your prisQOCf 
to the king* 

F(9$t. Thou briflgest good news$<-^I am cslM ^ 
be made !tee» 

G(m/« 1*11 be hanged then, 

Poit^ Thou fihalt be ihea freer than a saote^ AS 
^Its for the de^d. 

{Exeunt JPosTHUMua and MfMStayr 

GaoU Unless a man would marry a gallows, sp4 
beget youQg gibbets, I never saw one ao ^gnf^»^ 
Yet, on my ooascieDoe, theie are verier knavesdcvie 
to live, for all he be a Roman : mid there be soiai 
of them too^lhat die against their wills I aoahooU^ 

t Hazard* * Forward. 
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if I were oxm. I wo^ld we were ^1 of one a»in4^ m4 
one miQ4 gP^d 5 O^ there we4 desol^don of g^ers^ 
and gaUpwB^ ! I speak ^gamst my pirepea^ pifo^t | 
but mj wish ha^i 9 prefem^^t in*t. ££r^fff , 

SCENE V. 
Cymbeline's Tent. 

JEit^frCrMBELiNE^ BelariuSj GuiDERius^ Ar* 
viRAOue, PiSAKio^ Lords^ Officers^ as^ Atten- 
dants. 

Cym. Stand by my side^ you whom the gods have 
made 
Piesenrers of my throne. Woe is my hearty 
That the poor so]4ier, that so richly fought^ 
Whose rags sham*d gilde4 arms^ whose naked brepiM: 
Stepp'd before tfu'ge^ of proofs cannot be found : 
He shall be happy th^t can find hixn^ |f 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bd. ^ , I never saw 

Such noble fyxy in so poor a thing ; 
Such pr^iops dee4s in one thgt promis'd noitf^t 
But beggary ^oA poor looks. 

Cymp No tidings of hjm ? 

Pit. He hath be^n s^pl^'d ^n^ong tbe dead ^ 
liying. 
But no tr^ of him. 

Cywi. To my grief, 1 2m 

The heir of his rewgrdi vh\9h I ViSi #44 

9 Target, shield. 
K S 
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To joxx, the liver^ hearty and brain of Britain^ 
[To Belarius, Gitiderius^ and Ab,vi%aov9. 

By whom^ I grants she lives; *lls now the time 

To ask of whence you are: — report it. 
Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom^ and gentlemen : 

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest. 

Unless I add, we are honest. 

Ci/m. Bow your knees : 

Arise, my knights o*the battle : I create you 

Ck)mpanions to our person, and will fit you 

With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There's business in these faces : — ^Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o*the court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great king! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a pbysidaa 

Would this report become > But I consider. 
By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — ^How ended she? 

Cor. With horror, madly d3dng, like her life; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess'd, 
I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip me, if I err : who, with wet cheeks. 
Were present when she finish*d. 

Cym. Pr'ythee, aajr. 

Cor. First, she confess'd she never lov'd you ; oolj 
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Afiected greatness got by you, not you : 
Married your royalty, was wife to your pkce j 
Abhorr'dyour person. 

Cym, She alone knew this : 

And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight j whose life. 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta*en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 

Who is't can read a woman ? — ^Is there more ? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she had 
For you a mortal mineral 3 which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling*ring. 
By inches waste you: In which time she purposed. 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O'ercome you with her show : yes, and in time, 
(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown. 
But fiuling of her end by his strange absence. 
Grew shameless desperate; opened, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatched were not efiected 3 so. 
Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women } 

Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Min^ ears, that heard her flattery i nor my heart, 
That thought her like her seeming; it had been 
vicious. 
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To have mistnisted her : yet^ O taf danj^hter ! 

That it Was foUy in me, thou may'st 8a]r> 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven m^nd liH ! 

Enter Luctvs, IachImoj ^A« Soothsayer^ mmd^itr 
Roman Prisanere, guarded; Postuumus Mmi^ 
and iMO^Eir. 

Thou com* St not, Caitas, now for tribute j thAt 
The Britons have raz*d out, though with Ae IdsS 
Of many a bddone; whose kinsmen have madfe^sml^ 
That their good souls may be appeas*d with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted i 
So, think of your estate. 

hue, Consid^r^ sir, the chauci^ 6f Wa)- : tiie dilj 
Was yours by accident j had it gone with us. 
We ^ould not, when th^ blood was tool> hM 

threaten*d 
Our prisoners with the sWOrd. But since the |;odi 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our !iv^ 
May be caird ransome, let it come: sufficeth, 
A Boman with a Rmnan*s heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on*t : And so mu(^ 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will eAtreat 5 My boy, a Britoli bOm, 
Let him be ransomed : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
60 tender over his occasions, true, ' 
So feat,' so nurse-like: let his virtue joki 
With my request, which, 1*11 make bold, yourhig|i!esl 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton ktuite> 
Though h^ hftve siciV'd ^ boman : save i^m, ftir^ 

> Ready, dextrous* 
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And spare no blood beside. 

Qym. I have rarely leea him : 

Hii favonr* is fiumliar to me.** 
Boy, tiboa hast look'd thysdf into my graoe^ 
Ai^ art mine own. — ^I know not why, nor wheiefm. 
To aay> live^ boy : ne'er thank thy master 3 lire : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thoa wilt. 
Pitting my bounty> and thy state^ I'll give it| 
Yea^ though thou do demand a prisoner. 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo. I hnmbly thank yoor hig^mesl* 

Imc. I dp not bid thee b^ my life, good )ad> 
And yet, I know, thou wilt 

Imo. No, no: alack. 

There's other work in hand ; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : yoor life, good master. 
Most shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me. 

He leaves me, scorns me : Briery die their jo]rs> 
niat place them on the truth of girls and boys,*^^ 
IVhy stands he so perplex'd ? 

Cym. ' What would*st thou, boy I 

I love thee more and more; think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know*st him thou look'st on ? 

speak. 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend? 

lino. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me. 
Than I to your highness; who, being bom your 

vassal. 
Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore ^st him ao 2 

^ Cottiitenanst* 
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Imo, ril tell you, sir, in private. If 70H please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend my best attention. What's thy name I 

Imo, Fidde, sir. 

Cym. • Thou art my good youth, my page; 

1*11 be thy master : Walk with me j speak freely. 

[C Y M fi t: L I N L and Im o v> £ N converse apart. 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 

Arv, One sand another 

Not more resembles : That sweet rosy lad. 
Who died, and was Fidele :-— What think you ? 

Gui, The same dead thing alive. 

BeL Peace, peace ! see further 3 he eyes us not j 
forbear ) 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am sure 
pe would have spoke to us. 

Guu But we saw him dead. 

BeL Be silent 5 let's see further. 

Fis. It is my mistress : 

[Asid€. 
Since she is living, let the time run on^ 
To good, or bad. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen come forward, 
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side 3 

Make thy demand aloud. — Sir, \To Iach.] step you 

fortii f 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it. 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winpow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak.to him. 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
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Of \$^hom he had this ring, 

Fost. What*6 that to him ? 

Cfftn. That diamond upon your finger^ say^ 
How came it yours ? 

lack, Thoult torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cy/w. How! me? 

lack, I am glad to be constrained to utter tliat which 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring > *twas Leonatus* jewel : 
Whom thou didst banish 5 and (which more majr 

grieve thee. 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'^r liv'd 
Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, mj 
lord ? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

I<ich. That paragon, thy daughter>-~ 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spiriti 
Quail ^ to remember, — Give me leave j I faint. 

Cyw. My daughter ! what of her ? Renew thy 
strength : 
I had rather thou should*st live while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear more : strive man, and speak. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs*d 
The mansion where!) 'twas at a feast, (O Vould 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or, at least. 
Those which I heav'd to head !) the good Posthumu*, 
(What should I say ? he was too good, to be 
Where ill men were ; and was the best of all 

3 Sink Into dejection. 
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Among'st the rarest of good ones^) sitting udfy. 

Hearing ns praise oar loves of Italy 

For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 

Of him that best could speak : for feature, laming 

The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minttva, 

Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition^ 

A shop of all the qualities that man 

liOVes woman for j besides, that hook of wiyiiu(» 

Fairness which strikes the eye :— — 

Ci/m. Istandonfiici 

Come to the matter. 

lack. All too soon I shaU, 

Unless thou would'st grieve quickly.— This Postku- 

mus, 
0f ost like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint; 
And, not dispraising whom he'prais*d, (thereitt 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His mistress picture 5 which by his tongue being mad^ 
And then a mind put in*t, either our brags 
Were crack*d of kitchen trulls^ or his descriptioo 
Proved us unspeaking sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lack. Your daughter's chastity— there it begins. 
He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams. 
And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretdi ! 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with 
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honoured finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knigSt, 
No lesser of her honour confident 
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Than I did tn!d)r find her> stakes this ring \ 

And Would so^ had it been a carbuncle 

Of PhoebuB* ^heel \ and might so safely^ had it 

Been all the wordi of his car. Away to Britaitt 

Post I in this design : Well may you^ sir^ 

Remember kne at court> whei^ I was taught 

Of your chaste daughter the wide difierence 

Twixt amorous and villainous. Being thus quench'fl 

Of hopcj not longing, mine Italian brain 

*Gan in your drdler Britain operate 

Most vilely % for my vantage, excellent ; 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevaii*d^ 

That I returned with simular proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad> . 

By wounding his belief in her rsnown 

With tokens thus, and thus \ averring note$ 

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet^ 

(O, cunning, how I got itj) nay> some marioi 

Of secret on her person, that he could not 

But think het bond of chastity quite crack'd, 

1 having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 

Methinks, I see him now,- 



^l«fc*H 



Foit. Ay> so thou dost, 

[Coming fonoMrdm 
Italian fiend !— Ah me, most a:eduk)U5 fool. 
Egregious mutderer, thief, any tiling 
That*s due to all the villains past, in being, 
To come !*«-0, give me cord, or knife, or poisoilt 
Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send out 
For tortureft ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhoned things o*th6 earth amend* 
By beix\g worse than they. J am Po8thumu«» 
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That killed thy daughter :— yillain*like« I lie s 
That caused a lesser villain than myself^ 
A sacrilegious thief, to do*t : — ^the temple 
Of virtue was she j yea, and she herself,* 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o'the street to bay me : every villain 
Be caird, Posthumus Leonatus 3 and 
Be villainy less than 'twas ! — O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen^ 
Jmogen, Imogen ! 

Imo. Peace, my lord j hear, bear-* 

Tost, ShalFs have a play of this ? Thou scomftil 
page. 
There lie thy part. [Striking her: ^faUi, 

Pis. O, gentlemen, help, help 

Mine, and your mistress : — O, my lord Posthunnu ! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now : — Help, help!— 
Mine honour'd lady ! 

Ci/m, Does the world go round? 

Fost, How come these staggers on me ? 

Fis, Wake, my mistress ? 

Cj/m. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistress ? 

Jmo. O, get thee from my sight 5 
Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are. 
" Cym. The tune of Inoogen! 

Pis, Lady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me . 

4I«Iot only the temple of virtue, but virtue herself. 
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A precious thing 1 I had it from the queeou 
Cym. New matter still ? / 

JfTio. It poi3on*d me. 

Cor. O Gods !— 

I left oat one thing which the qneen confess*d. 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 
Have> said she> given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for a cordial^ she is serv'd 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. Whdt's this, Cornelius ? 

Cor, The queen, irir, very oft importuned ma 
To temper^ poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta*en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time. 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions. — Have you ta'en of it ? 

Imo. Most like I did^ for I was dead. 

Bel. My boys. 

There was our error, 

Gm. This is sur^, Fidele. 

Into. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
you? 
Think, that you are upon a rock j and now 
Throw me again. [Embracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul. 

Till the tree die ! 

Cym» How now, my £esh, my child } 

5 Mix, compound. 



lj#r CYMBELINE. . JU^V. 

What, mafc'flt thou tm a dullard in thU net ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Imo. Your blessing, sir* 

Bel. TboQgb 7#tt did love this yoolii^ I bltmf )0 
not I 
Yea had a motive &r*t 

[7^^ Gvioaaiys mid AnTiBAavi* 

Cym. My tears that &U« 

Prove hol^ water oil thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's de^d. 

Imo, I am «orry for*t, my lord* 

Cym. O, she was naught ; and 'long of Jier it mPt 
That we meet b?re so strangely : Bvt her aoQ ^ 
Is gone, we Know aot how, nor wber». 

Fis. UyVH, 

Nowiear is from me, I'll speak troth. Lord CMaa^ 
Upon vRf lady*a missing, oaiae to me 
With his sword drawn j foam*d at the moodi, anl 

swore. 
If I discovered not which way dbe was ^^ooe. 
It was my instant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her oo the mountaina near to Miiford i 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's gaments. 
Which he inforc'd from me, jnray he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath t9 Yiolale 
My lady's honour : what became of him, 
I further know not. 

Gid. Let roe end the story : 

I slew him there. 



Cym. Many, the gods fidfod !^ 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lipf 
Fluck a bard seateoce ; pr*ytbee, vaUaot yoiUh« 
Deny't agaia. 

Gift. I bare spoke k, and I did it. 

Cym, He was a prince. 

Gm. A most wciril one : The wrongs he didme 
Were nothing prince-like -, for he did provoke iimi . 
With language that would make me spurn tbe sesw 
If it could 90 loax to oie : I cut o^Ts head; 
4j^ aoi right glad, be is not stsuQidiog faere ) > 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condepoo'd, and const 
Endure our law : Tbou art d^. 

Imo, .That headkss ton 

I thought had been my lord* 

Cym, Bind the ofiendar^ 

And take him from our presenoe. 

Beh Stay, sir king; 

This man is batter than the man be slew. 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Ckteop 
Had ever scar fpr.— Let his arms alone ; 

[TV tie Ckmd. 
They were not bom &r bondage. 

Cym. Why, aldsoldieiV 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid £pr, 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of deaoept 
As good as we ? 

-drv. In that he spake too &r. 

« Forbid. 
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Cym. And thou shalt die for*t. 

Bel. We will die all three: 

But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must^ 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech^ 
Though^ haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger is 

Ours. 

GuL And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then.^-* 

By leave 3 — Thou hadst, great king, a subject^ wfaft 
Was called Eelarius. 

Cym. What of him ? he is 

A banish'd traitor. 

Bel. He it is^ that hath 

Assum*d this age : indeed, a banished man $ 
I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence 5 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel Not too hot: 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons j 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have received it. 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

Bel, I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; 
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir; 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father^ 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege^ 
And blood of your begetting. 
. Cym. How! my issue? 
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Bet* So sore as you your father*!. I^ old Morgan|» 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'ds 
Your pleasure ¥^as my mere ofknce^ my punishment 
Itself^ and all my U^ason ; that I sufier'd> 
Was all the harm I did* These gentib princes 
(For such^ and so they are^) these twenty years 
Have I train*d up : those arts they have^ as I 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, at 
Your highness Imows. Their nurse^ Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded^ stole these childrea 
Upon my banishment : I moy*d her to't 3 
Having receiv'd the punishment before. 
For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalij 
Exdted me to treason : Their dear loss. 
The more of yon 'twas felt^ the more it sh!y>'d 
Unto my end of stealing them* But, gracious, sir^ 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :«-• 
The benedicti(Hi of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep*st, and speak'st. 

The service, that you three have done^ is Aate 
Unlike than this thou tell'st: I lost my children y 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Be/. Be pleas'd a while.-* 

tliis gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true, Guiderius; 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princdy son ; he, sir, was lapp*d 

▼OL. IX. L 
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In a most curious mantle^ wrought hj the hand 
Of his queen moth«r^ which^ for more piobatioiii 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym* Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole^ a sanguine star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he i 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp % 
It was wise nature's end in the donation^ 
To be his evidence now. • 

Cym. O, what am I 

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more :i— Bless'd may ^u be^ 
That^ after this strange starting from jour oibf. . 
You may reign ill them now !-— O Imogenjr, 
Tliou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo, No, mykNrdj 

I have got two worlds b/t.— O my gentle brother^ 
Have we thus met ? O never say hereafter^ 
But I am truest speaker: you call'd me brother^ 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers. 
When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet ? 

Aro. Jkj, my good lord. 

Gnu And at first meeting W^i 

Continued so, until we thought he died* 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow*d. 

Cym, O rare instiACt! 

When shall I hear all through? This fierce^ a)mdgtr 

ment 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 

7 Vehement, rapid. 
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Distinction should be rich in.^— *Where ? how liv'd 

you \ 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers? how first met them? 
AVhy fled you from the court ? and whither ? These, 
And your three motives to the battle^ with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded % 
And all the other by-dependancies. 
From chance to chance} but northetime^ nor place. 
Will serve our long intergatories. See^ 
Fosthumus anchors upon Imogen 3 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On lum, her brothers, me, her master; hitting 
Each object with a joy \ the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let's^quit this ground. 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.—^ 
Thou art nqr brother; So we'll hold thee ever. 

\To Belarius* 

Imo. You are my father too; an4 did relieve me. 
To see this gracious season* 

Cym. All o'erjoy'd. 

Save these in bonds \ let them be joyful too. 
For they shall taste our comfort. 

Imo. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you! ^ 

Cywi. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought. 
He would have well beoom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a king. 

Post. ' I am, sir, 

s /. e» Which ought to be rendered distinct by an ample 

narrative. 

X.3 



U6 CYMBEUNE. jUt f. 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ^ *twas a £tment for 
The purpose I then folloVd ;— That I was be, 
Speak^ lachimo 5 I had 70a down^ and mig^t 
Have made you finish. 
lack, I am down again : 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee^ 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech yoo^ 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first | 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess. 
That ever swore her faith. 

Foit. Kneel not to me | 

The power that I have on you, is to spare yoni 
The malice towards you, to forgive you : IMe, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym, Nobly doom'ds 

We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law 3 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv, You holp us, sir. 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother | 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes.- Good my llNid i 
Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, methooj^t^ 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back. 
Appeared to me, with other spritely shows • 
Of mine own kindred : when I wak*d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so firom sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it; let him show 

* Ghostly appearances. 
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His skill in the construction, 

Luc: Philannonns,— -• 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

Luc* Read^ and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When as a lion's whelp shall, to 
himself unknown, without seeking find, and he embraced 
by a piece of tender air; and whenfrmn a stately cedar 
shall be lopped branches, which. Being dead many years 
shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and 
freshly grow; then shall Posthumus end his miseries, 
Britain be fortunate, and flourish in peace and plenty. 

Thou^ LeonatU8> art the lion's whelp; 
The £t and apt construction of thy name^ 
^MOg Leo-natU8> doth import so much : 
The piece- of tender air^ thy virtuous daughter^ 

[To Cymbsliki. 
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it muUer: which mtdier I divine^ 
Is this most constant wife: who^ even now^ 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 
Unknown to you^ unsought, were clipped 9 about { 
With this most tender air. 
Cym. This hath some seeming* 

Sooth, The lofty cedar, royal C3mibeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen. 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the majestick cedar joined ; whose issue 
Promises Brit^ peace and plenty, 
Cym. WelU 

9 Embraced* 
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My peace we will begin : — ^And, CaiuB Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Caesar, 
And to the Roman empire 3 promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen; 
Whom heavens, injustice, (both on her and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish'd : For the Eoman eagle. 
From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 
Lessen*d herself, and in the beams o*the sun 
So vanish'd : which foreshowed our princely eagle, 
The imperial Caesar, should again unite * 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which shines here in the west. 

Ci/m, Laud we the gods; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : so through Lud's town march: 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify 3 seal it with feasts.—- 
Set on there : — ^Never was a war did cease. 
Ere bloody hands were wash'd, with such a peace. 

This play \^ many just sentiments, some natural dialogyesi 
and some pleasing scenes, but they are obtained at the expence 
of much incoDgruity . To reaaak the folly of the fiction, the 
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absurdity of the conducty the confusion of the nftmes, and 
manners of different times, and the impossibility of the events 
in any system of life, were to waste criticism upon unreusting 
imbecility» upon faults too trident for detection^ and too grots 
for aggnvatioB. Johnson. 



A SONG, 

SUMO BY CUIDERZUS AND ARVIRACU8 OVER FIOSLB, 
supposed TO BI DEAD. 

BY MR. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

To fair Fidele*s grassy tomb. 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom. 

And rifie all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove; 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withe/d witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew: 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew^ 

The red'breast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid. 

With hoary moss, and gather^ djlowers. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain. 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell; 

Or midst the chace on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwelU 
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JSocA loifidy scene zhaU thee restore ; 

Far thee the tear he duhf tked: 
BeMdp tiU Hfe could charm no more; 

And mourn' d till pity's self be dead. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. Rome. Before the Capitol. 

The Tomb of the Andronici appearing ; the Tribunes 
and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, 
Saturkiivus and his FoUotvers, on one side; and 
Bassianvs and his Followers, on the other; witk 
Prum and Colours. 

Satuminus. 

Pi OBLE patricians, patrons of my rights 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
And^ countrymen, my loving followers. 
Plead my successive title ' with your swords : 
I am his first-bom son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 
Then let my fathers honours live in me. 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 
Bos. Romans,— -fi-iends, followers, favourers of m/ 
right,— 
If ever Bassianus, Caesar*s son. 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol 5 
And sufiTer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate. 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 

> /. t. My title to the successioiu 



144 TITUS ANDRONICUS. Adl 

But let desert in pure election ^ine ; 

And^ Romans^ fight for "freedom in your choice. 

£«/er Marcus And RON ic us fl/off, mth the cram 

Mar. Princes that strive by factions^ and by fiiendi; 
Ambitiously for rule and empery,— 
Know^ that the people of Rome^ for whom we stam 
A special party, have, by their conmion voioe^ 
In election for the Roman empery^ 
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome ; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the senate is accited* home. 
From weary wars against the barbarous' Goths ; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,| 
Hath yok*d a nation strong, trained up in arms. 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies* pride : Five times he hath retum'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field j 
And now at last, laden with honour^ spoils^ \) 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us entreat, — By honour of his name. 
Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed. 
And in the Capitol and senate's right. 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,— 
That you withdraw you, and abate your strength > 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should^ 

^ Sumxnoiied. 
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Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 
Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm nqr 

thoughts ! 
Bos. Marcus Andronicus^ so I do aiQr 
In thy uprightness and integrity^ 
And so I love and honour thee and thine^ 
Hqr nobler brother Titus, and his sons. 
And her^ to whom my thoughts are humbled aU, 
Oracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
Hiat I will here dismiss my loving friends | 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh*d« 

[Exeunt the Followers of Bassiavus. 
Sat» Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
right, 
I thank you aU, and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt the Followers of Saturvivits* 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 
Ai I am confident and kind to thee.-— 
Open the gates, and let me in. 
Bos. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 

[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt 
with Senators, Marcus, ^c. 

SC^NE ir. 

The same. 

Enter a Captain, and Others. 
Cap. Romans, make way; The good Andronicui, 
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Fatron of idrtue^ Rome*s best diampion^ 
Successful in the battles that he fights. 
With honour and with fortune is retum'd> 
From where he circumscribed with his sword. 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome* 

Fhurish of Trumpets, SfC» enter MuTius and MA&f 
Ttus : (rfter them, two Men bearing a Coffin caoerei 
toith black; then GIuintus and Lucius. JJkr 
them, Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamoea^ 
with Alarbus, Chiron, Demetrius, Aaron^ 
and other Goths, prisoners ; Sqldiers and Peopk^ 
following. The Bearers set down the Coffin^ and 
Titus speaks. 

Tit, Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Lo, as the bark that hath discharg'd her firafigfat,' 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs. 
To re-salute his country with his tears j 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.— . 
Thou great defender of this Capitol,^ 
Stand gracious to the rights that we intend !— 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons. 
Half of the number that king Priam had. 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
ThesfS, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home. 
With burial amongst their ancestors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword* 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

S.Freight* 4 Jupiterf to whom the Capitol was sacitd. 
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hy 8ufier*st tboa thy sons^ unburied yet, 
» hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ?'— 
ake way to laj them by their brethren. 

[The Tomb U c/p&ud, 
lere greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 
od sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars ! 

aacred receptade of my joys, 

veet cell of virtue and nobility, 

ow many sons of mine hast thou in store^ 

bat thou wik never render to me more ? 

Imc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths^ 

hat we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile^ 

d manes fratrum sacrifice his flesh, 

efore this earthly prison of their bones i 

hat so the shadows be not unappeas'd, 

for we disturb'd with prodigies on earth.' 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 
he eldest son of this distressed queen* 

Tom. Stay, Roman brethren;— Gracious conqueror, 
ictorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
. mother's tears in passion^ for her son : 
nd, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
I, think my son to be as dear to me, 
nfficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
b beautify thy triumphs, and return, 
laptive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 
ut must my sons be siaughter*d in the streets, 
or valiant doings in their country's cause ? 
n if to fight for king and common weal 
iTere piety in thine, it is in these. 

s It was supposed that the ghosts of unburied people ap« 
sued ta solicit the rites of funeral. ^ Surfing. 
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Andronicos^ stain not thy tomb with blood ; 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods I 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge ; 
Thrice-noble Titus^ spare my first-bom son. 

Tit, Patient yourself^ madam^ and pardon me. 
These are their brethren^ whom 3^u Goths behM 
Alive^ and dead 5 and for their brethren aUin> 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is marked 5 and die he miut» 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straigbti 
And with our swords^ upon a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbs> till they be clean consum*d. 
[Exeunt Lucius^ Quintus, MAaTius^^ 
MuTius, with Alarbus* 

Tarn, O cruel, irreligious piety I 

Chi, Was ever Scythia half so barbanms ? 
. Dem, Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest j and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand resolv'd ; but hope withal^ 
The self-same gods, that arm'd the queen of Tn^ 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent. 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamwa was queeo») 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, onrfMu* 
Tius, with their Swords bloody, 

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
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Oar Roman rites : Alarbus* limbs are lopp*d^ 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire^ 
Whose smoke^ like incense^ doth perfume the skj. 
Bemaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Hake this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trunks sounded, and the Coffins laid in the Tomb, 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here> 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
H6re lurks no treason, here no envy swells. 
Here grow no damned grudges ; here, are no storms^ 
No noise^ but silence and eternal sleep : 

En^er Lavinia. 

In p^ce and honour rest you here, my sons ! 

Lav, In peace and honour live lord Titus long; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Ix> ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
1 render, for my brethren's obsequies 5 
And at thy feet I kneel with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome : ^ 
O, bless me here with thy victorious hand. 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !— • 
Xavinia, live ; outlive thy father's days. 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise !' 

9 He wishes that her life may be longer than his, and herpiaise 

longer than fame. 

» 

TOL. IX. M 
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En^er Marcus Andronicus, Saturn inus^Bas- 

s I A N u s, and Others, 

Mar. Long live lord Titus^ my beloved brother^ 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcos. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews^ from successful wv», 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fiune. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in aU, 
That in your country's service drew your 8WOi4^3 
But safer triumi^ is this funeral pomp. 
That hath aspired to Solon's happiness,^ 
And triumphs over chance, in honour's bed.-« 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been. 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their tms^ 
This palliament' of white and spotless hue j 
And name thee in election for the empire^ 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons j 
Be candidatus then, and put it on. 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits. 
Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don" this robe, and trouble you } 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life. 
And set abroad new business for you all > 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty year^^ 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 

•The maxim alluded to is, that no man can be pioBeaiKCd 

happy before his death. 
9 A jobe# » /.,r. Do on, put it 
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Knighted in fields slain manfully in arms^ 
' In right and service of their noble country : 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 
But not a scepter to control the world : 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell ?-«• 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat. Romans, do me right ;— 

Patridaiu, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Satuminus be Rome's emperor : — 
Andronicus, 'would thou wert shipp'd to hell. 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

TtY.^Content thee, prince 3 I will restore to thee 
' The people's hearts, and wean them irom themselvei. 

Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee. 
But honour thee, and will do till I die 5 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
I ask your voices, and your suffrages j 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus } 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rcnne, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make> 
That you create your emperor's eldest son, 
Lord Saturnine > whose virtues will, I hope, 

M 2 
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Eeflect on Rome^ as Titan*** rays on eartb> 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Then if you will elect by my advice. 
Crown him, and say, — Long live our emperor ! 

Mar. With voices and applause of every sort. 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And say,— Long live our emperor Saturnine ! 

[A long Flowiik 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia vtdll I make my emperess, 
Rome's royal inistress, mistress of my heart. 
And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lordj and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honour*d of your grace : 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine,-— 
King and commander of our common-weal. 
The wide world's emperor, — do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners j 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe. 
Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record 5 and, when I do forget 

* The sun. 
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The least of these unspeakable deserts^ 
Roitians^ forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now> madam^ are you prisoner to an empe- 
ror ; \To Tamora. 
To him, that for your honour and your state^ 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me 5 of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.— 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance 5 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 

cheer. 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes 3 Madam, he comforts you. 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.-— 
Lavinia, you are not displeas*d with this ? 

Lav. Not I, my lord j sith^ true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks, sweet Lavinia.— Romans, let us go : 
Ranftomeless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum* 

Bos, Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

[Seizing Lavinia. 

Tit. How, sir? Are you in earnest ^then, my lord? 

Bas. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal. 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[The Emperor courts Tamoka in dumb shorn. 

Mar. Suum ctdque is our Roman justice : 
This prince injustice seizeth but his own. 

Jmc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live.. 

3 Since. 
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Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperafi 
guard? 
Treason, m^ lord i Livinia is 8urpriz*d. 
Sat, Surpriz*d ! By whom ? 
Bas. By him that justly toaj 

Bear his betroth*d from all the world away. 

lExamt Marcus and Bassiakus^ with 
Lavinia. 
Mut, Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword 111 keep this door safe. 

iKxeunt Lucius, Quintus, a»(/ Martius. 
Tit. Follow my lord, and 1*11 soon bring her back. 
Mut, My lord, you pass not here. 
Tit. What, villain boy! 

Barr'stmemy wayinRome? [TiTcs^f^MuTiui* 
Mut, Help, Lucius, help. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc, My lord,* you are unjust : and, more thanao. 
In vtTongful quarrel you have slain your son* 

Tit, Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine: 
My sons would never so dishonour me : 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will : but not to be his wife. 
That is another's lawful promis*d love. lExit. 

Sat. No, Titus, no 5 the emperor needs her not, 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 
I'll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons. 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else' in Rome to make a stale ^ of, 

^ A SjUlking horse. 
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-But Saturnine ? Full well> Andronicus^ 

Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine^ 

That said'st, I begg*d the empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words ajie 
these? 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing piece 
To him that flourished for her with his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons^ 
To ruffle^ in the commonwealth of Rome. ' 

Tit» These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths,— 
That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her n)ntnphs. 
Dost overkhine the gallant*st dames of Rome,— - 
If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my biide. 
And will create thee emperess of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice } 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods,— * 
Sith priest and holy water are so near. 
And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 
J will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tern, And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I 
swear. 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nursej a mother to his youth. 

s A ruffler was a bully. 
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Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pandieon :— Lords, ao- 
companj 
Yonr noble emperor, and his lovelj bride. 
Sent hy the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortone conqoered : 
There shall we consommate oar spoosal rites. 

[Exeunt Saturitinus, and hii FoUaaxrs; Ta- 
MO&A, and her Sons ; Aaron and Goths. 

Tit, I am not bid^ to wait upon this bride 5— 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone. 
Dishonoured thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, an(2 Mar* 

TIUS. 

Mar, O, Titus, see, O, see, what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit, No, foolish tribune, no; no son of mine,— 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour'd all our family 5 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Luc, But let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial yrith our bfethren. 

Tit, Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously ire^edified : 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors. 
Repose in fame ; nonp basely slain in brawls :— r* 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar, My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius* deeds do plead for him 5 
He must be buripd with his brethren. 

^ Invited. 
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Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany. ' 

Tit. And shall ? What villain was it spoke that 
word? 

Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my despite ? 

Mar, No, noble Titus j but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit, Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my 
crest. 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast wounded: 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart, He is not with himself 5 let us witlidraw. 

Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. * 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead, 

Quin, Fatlier, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit, Speak thou no rpore, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar, Renowned Titus, more than half my soul,— ^ 

Luc, Dear father, soul and substance of us all,— 

Mar, Suffer thy brother Marcus to interr 
His noble nephew here in virtue's- nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself} and wise Laertes* son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy. 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit, Rise, Marcus, rise ;— 

The dismall'st day is this, that e'er I saw. 
To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome !— 
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Vfell, bury hwa, and bury me the next. 

[MuTius in put into the Tomb, 

Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with tbj 
friends. 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb !— 

AIL No man shed tears for noble Mutic^s ; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar, My lord, — to s tep out of these dreary dumps,--* 
How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus -, but, I know^ it is^ 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is she not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far ? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish. Re-enter, at one side, Saturninus, fl/- 
tended ; Tamora, Chirox, Demetrius, and 
Aaron : At the Other, Bassianus, Lavinu^ 
and Others. 

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play*d your prize; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bric^. 

Bas. And you of yours, my lord : I say no more, 
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have powef; 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My tme-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome detennine all 5 
]y[ean while I am possess'd of that is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good, sir: You are very short with U5> 
But, if we live, we'll be as sharp with you. 
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Bos, My lordj what I have done^ as best I may^ 
Answer I mustj and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know^ 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
Tliis noble gentleman, lord Titus here. 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong*d $ 
That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 
With his own band did slay his youngest son» 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to favour. Saturnine ; 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit, Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
*Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour^ me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lov*d and honoured Saturnine ! 

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine^ 
Then hear me speak nidificrently for all ; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat, What ! madam ! be dishonour'd openly. 
And basely put it up without revenge ? 

Tarn, Not so, my lord 5 Tlie gods of Rome forefend^' 
I should be author to dishonour vou ! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus* innocence in all. 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle beart.— - 

f Forbid. 
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My lord, be rurd by me, be won at last. 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne; 
Lest then the people, and patricians too. 
Upon a just survey, take Titus* part. 
And so supplant us for ingratitude, 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,) 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : . . 
I'll find a day to massacre them all, * 

And raze their faction, and their family. 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons, 
To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 
And make them know, what 'tis to let a 

queen 
Knee) in the streets, and beg for grace in 

vain. — 

Come, come, sweet emperor,— come, Andronia 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat, Rise, Titus, rise j my empress hath previ 

Tit, 1 thank your majesty, and her, my lord 

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me 

Tarn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily. 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; — 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord. 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you.— 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor. 
That you will be more mild and tractable.— 
And fear not, lords, — and you, Lavinia j— . 



/ 



Scene IL TITUS ANDRONICUS. Ifil 

Xy my advice^ all humbled on your knees^ 
^ou shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc. We do i and vow Co heaven^ and to his hig^* 
ness^ 
That, what we did, was mildly, as we mi^t. 
Tendering our sister's honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.— - 

Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be 
friends : 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat, Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here. 
And at my lovely Taroora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest 
Ck>me, if the emperor's court can feast two brides^ 
You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace bmjour. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. {^Exeunt^ 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus' top. 
Safe out of fortune's shot : and sits aloft, 
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Secure of thnnder*s crack, or lightning's flashy 
Advanced above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 
As when the golden sun salutes the mom. 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams^ 
Gallops the zodiack in his glistering coach, , 
And overlooks the highest-peering hiUs i 
SoTamora.— — 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait. 
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains -, 
And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes> 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 
Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 
I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold^ 
To wait upon fliis new-made emperess. 
To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen. 
This goddess, this Semiramis > — this queen. 
This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's* 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chiron crwrf Demetrius, braving, 

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wauls 
edge. 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd 5 
And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 

Chi, Demetrius, thou dost overween in all > 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 
Tis not the difference of a year, or two. 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 
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I am as abl<^^ and as ^t, as thou^ v 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress* grace j • 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve^ 
And plead my passions for Lavinia*s love. 

Jar. Clubs, clubs ! '> these lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Dem, Why, boy, although our mother^ unadvis'd. 
Gave you a dancing-rapier' by your side. 
Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends ? 
Go to } have your lath glued within your sheath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, b^y, grow ye so brave } [They draw, 

Aar. Why, how now, lords ? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw. 
And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot* the ground of aU this grudge j 
I would not for a million of gold, 
The'cause were known to them it most concerns 9 
Nor would your noble mother, for much moro. 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Eome. 
For shame, put up. 

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal. 
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his Uiroat, 
That he hath breath*d in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepared and full resolvM,— 
Foul-spoken coward ! that thunder*st with thy tongtte^ 

* Favour^ 9 This was the us\ial outcry for assistaoct^ 

when ai\y riot in the street happened. 
■ A sword worn in dancing. * Know. 
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And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform* 

Aar. Away, I say.— 
Now by the gods, that warlike Gotha adore^ 
This petty brabble will undo us alL— 
Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right ? 
What, is Lavinia then become so loose. 
Or Bassianus so degenerate. 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach*d. 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ? 
Young lords, beware ! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the musick would not 
please. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world ; 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem, Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar. To achieve her ! — How ? 

Dem. Why mak'st thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, tlierefore may be woa'd 5 
She is a woman, therefore may be won 5 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd. 
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the millef of 3 and easy it is 
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Of a cut loaf to steal a shive,' we know : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother^ 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

j4ar. Ay, and as good as Satuminus may< [i^«tVf • 

Dem, Then why should he despair^ that knows to 
court it 
With words, ftir looks, and liberality ? 
What, hast thou not full of^n struck a doe. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper s nose ? 

Aar, Why then, it seems, some certain snatch, or 
so 
Would serve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were served. 

Dem, Aaron, thou hast hit !t. 

Aar, 'Would you had hit it too 3 

Then should not we be tir*d with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye,— And are you such fools. 
To square^ for this ? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi, I'faith, not me. 

Dcm. Nor me. 

So I were one. 

Aar. For shame, be friends 1 and join for that you 
jar. 
'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so nrast you resolve ; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love. 

3 Slice. ♦ Quarrel. 

VOL. IX. N 



166 TTTUS ANDRONICUS. Act 11. 

A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 
And many unfrequented plots there are. 
Fitted by kind^ for rape and villainy : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe. 
And strike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred^ wit. 
To villainy and vengeance consecrate. 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend j 
And she shall file our engines with advice. 
That will not suffer you to square yourselves. 
But to your wishes* height advance you both. 
The emperor's court is like the house of fame. 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your 

turns : 
There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven*s eye, 
And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

Chi, Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 
Per Styga, per manes vehor, j[ExeiaU, 

5 By nature. ^ Sacndheic signifies accursed; a Lafetnisou 
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SCENE ii; 

A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen at a distance* 
Horns, and cry of Hounds heard. 

Enter Titus Andronicus, xdth Hunters, 4^* 
Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, anrfMARXius. 

Tit, The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey. 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods ^e green: 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride. 
And rouse the prince | and ring a hunter's peal. 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 
To tend the emperor's person carefully 2 " 
I have been troubled in my sleep this night. 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir*d. 

Hornswind a Peal. Enter Saturninus, Tamora^ 

BASStANUS, LaVINIA, CiIIRON, D£M£TRIUSj 

and Attendants. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ;— * 
Madam, to you as many and as good !— 
I promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords. 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 
-^ Bas, Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lav. I say, no j 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots let us have. 
And tp our sport : — ^Madam, now shall ye see 

n 2 
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Our Roman hunting. [To Tamoka. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord^ 

Will ronse the proudest panther in the chase^ 
And climb the highest promontory top. 

Tit, And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o*er the plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor 
hound. 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Ejtaml, 

SCENE III. 
A desert Part of the Forest, 

Enter Aaron, with a Bag of Gold. 

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none. 
To bury so much gold under a tree. 
And never after to inherit' it. 
Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly. 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem ; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villainy j 
And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrot,* 

[Bides the Gold. 
That have their alms out of the empress' chest 

Enter Ta^ora. 

Tarn, My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 8a4i 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush j ' 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sim j 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 

1 Possess* * Disquiet. 
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And make a'checquer*d shadow on the ground: 
Under their sweet shade^ Aaron^ let us sit^ 
And — ^whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds. 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd homs^ 
As if a double hunt were heard at once^— - 
Let us sit down^ and mark their yelling noise : 
And— «Aer conflict^ such as was supposed 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm they were surpriz'd. 
And curtain*d with a counsel-keeping cave^— * 
We may^ each wreathed in the other's arms^ 
Our pastimes done^ possess a golden slumber ; 
Whiles hounds^ and horns, and sweet melodious birdf. 
Be unto us, as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar, Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What signifies my deadly-standing eye. 
My silence, and my cloudy melancholy? 
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 
^Even as an adder, when she doth unroU 
To do some fatal execution ? 
No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my baud. 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora, — the empress of my soul. 
Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee,"<» 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 
His Philomel^ must lose her tongue to-day i 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 
And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 

9 See Ovid's Metamorphoses, Book VI. 
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Seesf thou this letter ? take it up I pray thee. 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll :*- 
Now question me no more^ we are espied ; 
Here comes a parcel' of our hopeful booty^ 
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Tarn. Ah, my sweet Moor^ sweeter to me than life! 

Aar, No more^ great empress^ Bassianua comes: 
Be cross with him ; and I'll go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels^ whatsoe'er they be. [Eiat, 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Bos, Who have we here? Rome's royal emperess^ 
=tJnfumish'd of her well-beseeming troop? 
Or is it Dian^ habited like her ; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves. 
To see the general hunting in this forest ? 

Tarn. Saucy controller of our private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had. 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With homs^ as was Actaeon*s ; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed limbs. 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav, Under your patience, gentle emperess, 
'Tis tliought you have a goodly gift in horning j 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments : 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day ! 
TTis pity, tliey should take him for a stag. 

Bos, Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmeriaq 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
JSpotted^ detested, and abominable. 

f Part. 
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Why are you sequester*d from all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goocUy steed. 
And wander*d hither to an obscure plot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor> 
If foul desire had not conducted you ? 

Lav, And, being intercepted in your sport. 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness. — I pray you, let us hence. 
And let her *joy her raven-colour'd love j 
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas. The king, my brother, shall have note of this. 

Lav, Ay, for these slips have made him noted long : 
Good king! to be so mightily abus*d ! 

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

« Dem, How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious 

mother. 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ? 

Tarn, Have 1 not reason, think you, to look pale ? 
These two have 'tic*d me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is : 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines the sun j here nothing breeds. 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
tind, when ^hey show*d me this abhorred pit, 
Xhey told me, here, at dead time of the nighty 
A. thousand £ends, a thousand hissing snakes. 
Ten. thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,* 
IVould make such fearful and confused cries^ 

*Hedge-hog«. 
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As any mortal body^ hearing it^ 
Should straight fall mad> or else die suddenly* 
No sooner had they told this hellish tale^ 
But straight they told me, they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 
' And leave me to this miserable death. 
And then they called me, foul adulteress^ 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect. 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come> 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life. 
Or be ye not henceforth call*d my children. 
Dem. This is a witness that I am thy son. 

[Slabs B A SSI ANUS. 
Chi, And this for me, struck home to show mj 
strength. [Stabbing km Ukcwise, 

Lav. Ay come, Semiramis, — rnay, barbarous Ta- 
mora ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 
Tarn. Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, vaj 
boys. 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong. 
Dem, Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
First, thrash the corn, then after bum the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness t 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 
And make his dead trimk pillow to our lust*' 
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Tarn, But when you have the honey you desire. 
Let not this wasp outlive> us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant 3rou, madam ^ we will make that 
sure.— 
Come^ mistress^ now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty- of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman's face,— • 

Tarn. I will not hear her speak; away with her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word, 

Deni. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears : but be your heart to them. 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav, When did the tiger*syoung ones teach the dam ? 
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to marble $ 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.— 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike; 
Do thou entreat her shew a woman pity. 

ITo Chiron. 

CkL What ! would*st thou have me prove myself a 
bastard ? 

Lav. Tis true 5 the raven doth not hatch a lark: 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now!) 
The lion mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some say that ravens foster forlorn children. 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no. 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn, I know not what it means; away with her. 

Lav, O, let me teach thee : for my Other's sake, 
Tbat gave thee life, when well he might have slain thee. 
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Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Had thou in person ne'er offended me, * 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain. 
To save your brother from the sacrifice j 
But fierce Ancdronicus would not relent. 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you willj 
The worse to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav, O Tamora, be call*d a gentle queen. 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis* not life, that I have begg*d so long j 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg*st thou then 5 fond woman, let 
me go. 

Lav, *Tis present death I bsg j and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit 5 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murdeiferi^ • • 

Tarn, So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee: 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Denis Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 

Lav, No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly 
creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall 

CM, Nay, then I'll stop your mouth : — ^Bring thou 
her husband ; {^Dragging off La v i n i a . 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[Exemt, 

Tarn , Farewell, my sons : see that you miak« her sure : 
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Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed^ 

Till all the Andronici be made away. 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

A^d let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. lExU. 

SCENE IV. 
The same. 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and Marti us. 

^ar. Come on, my lords; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 

Qidn. My sight is veiy dull, whatever it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you ; wer't not for 
shame. 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[Martius falls into the Pit. 
Quin, What art thou fallen? What subtle hole is 
this. 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars ^ 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 
As fresh as morning's dew disdll'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me : — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O, brother, with tl^e disraallest object 
That ever eye, writh sight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [^Aside,'] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here ; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess. 
How thpse were they that made away his brother. 

lExit AAROif.^ 
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Mart. Why dost not comfort me^ and helpmeoot 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole ? 

Quin, I am surprized with an ancouth £^ai: 
A chilling sweat o^er-runs my trembling joints 3 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone 5 and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise: 
O, tell me how it is 3 for ne'er till how 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here. 
All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb. 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know *ds lie? 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole. 
Which, like a taper in some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead man*s earthy cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath*d in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,— 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus' misty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out j 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus* grave. 
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I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy help. 

Quin, Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again. 
Till thou art here aloft^ or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. [Falls im. 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me : — ^I'U see what hole is here. 
And what he is^ that now is leaped into it. 
Say, who art thou^ that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicos ,- 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

Sat, My brother dead ? I know, thou dost but jest: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge. 
Upon ^e north side of this pleasant chase ; 
*Tls not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive. 
But, out alas ! here have we found him dead. 

Ew^er Tamora, with Attendants^ Titus And&o* 

Nicus, a/i(f Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my lord, the king ? 

Sat, Here, Tamora^ tliough griev'd with killing 

grief. 
Tarn. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 
Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my wouzid ; 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 
Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fetal writ, 

[Giving a Letter. 
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The complot of this timeless • tragedy ^ 

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 

In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. [Reads.*] An if we miss to meet kirn hmd* 
somely,'^^ 
Sweet hvntsman^ Bassianus 'tis, tee mean,-'^ 
Do thou so much as dig the grax>efor him ; 
Thou know^st our meaning : Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree. 
Which overshadcs the mouth of that same pit. 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus, 
Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends, 
O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the elder tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out^ 
That should have murdered Bassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

[Shoxmg it. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Tit.] fell curs rf 
bloody kind. 
Have here bereft my brother of his life : — 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison j 
There let tiiem bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What, are they in this pit ? O wondrous 
thing ! 
How easily murder is discovered ! 

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon^ with tears not lightly shed^ 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons. 
Accursed, if the fault be proved in thena , 

3 Untimely. 
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Sat. If it be proved ! you see, it is apparent.— 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn, Andronicus himself did take it up. 

T'U. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
Por by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
rhey shall be ready at your highness* will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them : see, thou follow 
me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the muderers : 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
PoFji by my soul, were there worse end than deaths 
I*hat end upon them should be executed. 

Tarn, Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 
Pear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come 5 stay not to talk with 
them. \Extvnt seocralfy. 

SCENE V. 

Tlie same. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with LAViNUt, 
ravished ; her Hands cut off, and her Tongue cut outm 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who *twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish*d thee. 
CAi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning 

so 'f 

And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
Dem- See, how with signs and tokens she can scowl. 
Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 
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Dan. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash 5 
And so let*8 leave her to her silent walks. 

Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go baogmjself. 
Dem. If thou hadst hands to helpthee knit the oofd 

[Exeunt Demetrius imd Chirov. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who*s this, — my niece, that flies away so 
fast ? 
Cousin, a word 5 Where is your husband ?— 
If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down. 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !— • 
Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew*d, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ? those sweet orfiaments. 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep 

in 5 
x\nd might not gain so great a happiness. 
As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ?— 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood. 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind. 
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips. 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, sure, some Tereus hath deflour'd thee ; 
And, lest thou should'st detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn*st away thy face for shame ! 
And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood, — 
As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,— 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face. 
Blushing to be encountered with a cloud. 
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Shall I speak for thee ? shall I say^ 'tis so ? 

O^ that I knew thy hekrt; and knew the beast^ 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow conceard like an oven stopp'd^ 

Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela^ she but lost her tongue^ 

And in a tedious sampler sew*d her mind : 

But^ lovely niece^ that mean is cut from thee \ 

A crafUer Tereus hast thou met withal^ 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew'd than Philoniel. 

Oj had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble^ like aspen leaves^ upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them; 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life: 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony^ 

Which that ^weet tongue hath made^ 

He would have dropped his knife, and fell asleep. 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's^ feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a father's eye : 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads; 

What will whole months of tears thy fatlier*s eyes ? 

Do not draw back, for we will motini with thee \ 

O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! \Exmntm 

♦ Orpheus* 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L Rome. A Street. 

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, witk 
Martius and Quintus, bound, passing on totki 
Place of Execution : Titus going before, pleadk^* 

Tit, Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay I 
For pity of niine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
For all my blood in Rome*s great quarrel shed 3 
For all the frosty nights that I have watch*d j 
And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks 5 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons. 
Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought ! 
For two and twenty sons I never wept. 
Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 
For these, these tribunes, in the dust I write 

IThrowing himself on the Grromt. 
My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite 5 
My sons' sweet blood will make it shame an^ blush. 
[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, (^c. uith thi 
Prisoners, 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain. 
That shall distil from these two ancient urns. 
Than youthful April shall with all his showers ; 
In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still; 
In winter, with warm tears 111 melt the 8now> 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face^ 
So thou refuse to (kink my dear son's blood. 
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Enter Lucius, with kU Sword drawn^ 

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of deatii j 
And let me say, that never wept before. 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vaip ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by. 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead: 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you, 

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man: if they did hear. 
They would not mark me 5 or, if they did mark. 
All bootless to them, they'd not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones 5 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress^ 
Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes. 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me } 
And^ were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no tribune like to these. 
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than stones : 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not ; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon drawn ? 

Luc, To rescue my two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. O happy man! they have befriended thee. 

o 2 
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Why, foolish Lucius, dosl thou not perceive. 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 
Tigers must prey 3 and Rome affords no prey. 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then. 
From these devourers to be banished ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here } 

Enter Marcus and Lavikia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep -, 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

Imc. Ah me ! this object kills'me ! 

TU. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon h^r:— 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father's sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st. 
And now, like Nilus,^ it disdaineth bounds. — 
Give me a sword, IHl chop off my hands too; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in v^in ; 
And they have nurs*d this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up. 
And they have serv*d me to effectless use : 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other.— 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 

5 The river Kile. 
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For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc, Speak, gentle sister, who hath niartyr*d thee ? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That blab*d them with such pleasing eloquence, 
is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage : 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear! 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 

Mar. O, thus I found her, straying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer. 
That hath receiv'd some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer 3 and he, that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill*d me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
£nviron*d with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone; 
I Here stands my other son, a banish'd man ; 
And here, my brother, weeping at my woes; 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight. 
It would have madded me 5 What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears ; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr*d thee : 
Thy husband he is dead ; and, for his death. 
Thy brothers are condemn*d, and dead by this :-«> 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name her brothers>'tben fresh tean 
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Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost withered. 

Mar: Perchance, she weeps because they kiU'd her 
husband : 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit, If they did kill thy husband, then be joyftd, 
Because the law hath ta*en revenge on them.— 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed j 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.— 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips j 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain } 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd? like meadows, yet not diy 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain shall we gaze so long. 
Till the fi-esh taste be taken from that cleamess^ 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine? 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What shall we do ? let us, that have our tonguesj 
Plot some device of further misery. 
To make us wonder' d at in time to come. 

Luc, Sweet father, cease your tears 5 for^ at your 
grief. 
See, how ray wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece :—^ood Titus, diy thine 
eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot/ 

• Know. » 
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Thy napkin '7 cannot drink a tear of mine> 

For thou^ poor man^ hast drowned it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia^ I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark> Marcus^ mark ! I understand her signs : 
Had she a tongue to speaks now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee 3 
His napkin^ with his true tears all bewet^ 
Can do no service on her sorrowfid cheeks, 
O, what a sympathy of woe is this ? 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss ! 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar, Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — ^That, if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titus, 
Or aiSy one of you, chop off your hand. 
And send it to the king : he for the same. 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive 3 
And that shall be the ransome for their fault. 

Tit* O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun*s uprise ? 
With all my heart, I'll send the emperor 
My hand : 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Siay, father 3 for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood than you 3 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 

7 Handkerchief 
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And rear*d aloft the bloody battle-aze. 
Writing destruction on the eDem7*8 castle ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert : 
Mj hand hath been but idle \ let it serve 
To ransome my t^^'o nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay^ come agree^ whose hand shall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Imc, By heaven^ it shall not go. 

TUf Sirs, strive no more ; such wither'd herbs if 
these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Imc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's ctre, 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand. 

Luc, Then 1*11 go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the aie. 

{Exeunt Lucius and Marcits. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; FU deceive them bodi) 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine, 

Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honesty 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so :— * 
But I'll deceive you in another sort. 
And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass. [Adk. 

[He cuts #TiTU8'8 Hani. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

TU» Now, stay your strife; what shall be^ is de- 
spatch'dr^ 
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Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 

Prom thousand dangers ; bid him bury it ; 

More hath it merited, that let it have. 

As for my sons, say, I account of them 

As jewels purchased at an easy price ; 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand. 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee :-^ 
Their heads,'! mean.'— O, how this villainy lAsidt, 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 
tet fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [^Exit* 

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven. 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears. 
To that I call 5 — What, wilt thou kneel with me? 

[To Lavinia. 
Do then^ d^ar heart 5 for heaven sh^U hear our 

prayers ; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog^ as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O ! brother, speak with possibilities. 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my passions^ bottomless with them. 

Mar, But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit, If there were reason for these miseriesjj 
Then i|ito limits could I bind my woes : 
When heaven dpth weep, doth not the earth overflow) 

' Surfings. 
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If the winds rage^ doth not the sea wax mad^ 

Threat'ning the welkin'^ with his big-swobi fioe? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? ■ 
I am the sea -, hark^ how her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin^ I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflowed and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes. 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave 5 for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongoet. 

Enter a Messenger^ with Two Heads and a Hmd, 

Mess, Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent*st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons 5 
And here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back j 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock*d : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [Erft. 

Mar. Now let hot iEtna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal^ 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc, Ah, that this sight should make so deep t 
wound. 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let life bear his name, 

f The sky. > Stir, bustle. 
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"V^here life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[L A V I N I A kisses him* 
Mar, Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless. 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end? 
Aiar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die, Andronicus^ 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads j 
Xhy warlike hand 3 thy mangled daughter here j 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless 3 and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth 3 and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now is a time to storm 3 why art thou still ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this 

hour. 
Ti^. - Why, I have hot another tear to shed : 
Besides this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watry eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary tears j 
Then which way shall I find revenge's cave? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss. 
Till all these mischiefs be retum'd again. 
Even in their throats that have committed them* 
Come, let me see what task I have to do. — 
You heavy people, circle me about 3 
That I may turn me to each one of you. 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongi. 
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The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head j 
And in tliis hand the other will I bear : 
Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these things j 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight j ' 
Thou art an exile, and' thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths,, and raise an army there : 
And, if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let*s kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

\^Excunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Luc, Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father^ 
The woeful' St man that ever liv'd in Rome ! 
Farewell, proud -Rome ! till Lucius come again^ 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister j 
O, 'would thou wert as thou *tofore hast been ! 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives. 
But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 
If Lticius live, he will requjte your wrongs; 
And make proud Saturninus and his empress 
Beg at tlie gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power. 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. \Exit. 

SCENE II. 

.A 
A Room in Titus's House, A Banquet set outff 

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young . 

cius, a Boy. * , 

Tit. So, soj now sit: and look, you eat no n*^ 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us / 
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As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sorrow- wreathen knot ; 

Thy niece and I, poof* creatures, want our hands 

And cannot passionate our tenfolfi grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tjrrannize upon my breast ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery. 

Beats in this hollow prison of mf flesh. 

Then thus I thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe!; that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[To Lavinia. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans i 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears tliat thy poor eyes let fall. 
May run into that sink, and soaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fye, brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit, How now ! has sorrow made thee dote al- 
ready ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ! 

h, wherefore dost thou urge tlie name of hands j— 
. ) bid ^neas tell the tale twice o'er, 
"^^ ^w Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 
handle not the theme, to talk of ^ hands 5 

St we remember still, that we have none.— . 

e, fye, how frantickly I square my talk ! 

s if we should forget we had no hands^ 
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if Marcus did not name the word of hands !— 

Come, let*s fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this :— 

Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what she says 3— 

I can interpret all her martyred signs j — 

She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew*d with her sorrows, mesh'd upon her cheeks:*— 

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought j 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect. 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign. 

But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet. 

And, by still ^ practice, learn to know thy meaning. 

B01/. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep la- 
ments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar, Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd> 
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling 5 thou art made of tears^ 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the Dish with a Knife* 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord 5 a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'st my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the innocent. 
Becomes not Titus* brother : Gret thee gone; 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit, But how, if that fly had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings, 

* An allusion 10 brewing. 3 Constant or continual practice. 
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And buz lamenting doiqgs in the air ? 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buezing melody. 
Came here to make us merry 5 and thou hast klllM 
him« 

Mar. Pardon me, sir j 'twas a black ill-favour'd fly. 
Like to the empress' Moor 5 therefore 1 kill'd him* 

Ttt. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 
For thou hast done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 
Plattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me. — 
There's for thjrself, and that's for Tamora.— 
Ah, sirrah 1 4— 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low. 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar, Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him. 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit, Come, takeaway. — Lavinia, go with me: 
I'll to thy closet 5 and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy sight is young. 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[Exeunt* 

4 This was formerly not a disrespectful expression. 




196 TTTUS ANDRONICUS. Act IT. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I. The same. Before Titas' a House. 

Enter T1TU8 and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running after him. 

Boy. Hclp^ grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me eserj where, I know not why :— 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes ! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt* 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee hann* 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these signs ? 

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius : — Somewhat doth she 
mean: 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia nev^* with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee^ 
Sweet poetry, and TuUy's Orator.^ 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full ofl, 
Extremitiy of griefs would make men mad ; 
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow: That made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did^ 

5 Tally's Treatise on Eloquence, entitled Oratw. 
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And wodd not^ but in fary, fright my youth : 
Which iDad6 me down to thrbw my books^ and fljr; 
Causeless^ perhaps : But pardon me^ sweet a«nt: 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship* 
Mar. Lucius^ I wilL 

[Latihia turns over the Books which Lvctvshas 
let fall. 

Tit. Ho\^ now, Lavinia ? — Marcus, what m6ans 
this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see :-~ 
Which is it, girl, of these ?-M>pen them, boy.— 
But tiiou art deeper read, and better skill*d; 
Cbme, and take choibci of all my library. 
And so be^ile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.— . 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence^ thus ? 

Mar. I think, she means, that there was more than 
oHe 
Ccmffe^rate in the feet:— Ay, more there was :— 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit, Lucius, what book is that she^tosseth so ? 

Boy. 'Qrandsire, *tis Ovid*s Metamorphosis ; 
My mother gave't me. 

Mar. For love of her thaf s gone^ 

Perhaps she cull'd it from among the redt. 

Tit. Soft! see, how btuily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her :— 

What would she find? — ^Lavinia, shall I read ? 
This is the tragick tale of Philctmet, 

* Succession. 
VOL. XX. P 
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And treats of Tereus* treason^ and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See J brother, see -, note, how she quotes'' the 
leaves. 

Tit, Lavinia^ wert thou thus surpriz'd, sweet girl, 
Ravish'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless,* vast, and gloomy woods ?— 
See, see ! ■ 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Patterned by that the poet here describes. 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why should nature build so foul a den> 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, — ^for here are none but 
friends,— 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar» Sit down, sweet niece; — ^brother, sit down by 
me.— 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find !— * 
My lord, look here; — Look here, Lavinia: 
This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst. 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any band at all. 

[He wtites his Name tbith his Staff, and guides it 
with his Feet and Mouth. 
Curs*d be that heart, that forc*d us to this shift !-— ^ 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at last, 

9 To quote is to obsenre. ' Pitiless. 
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What God will have di8Cover*d for revenge : 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain^ 
That we may know the traitors^ and the truth ! 

[She takes the Staff in her Mouthy and giddei it 
toith her Stumps, and writest 

Tit, O, do you read^ my lofd^ what she hath writ ? 
Stupnmi'^hiron'^Demetrius, 

Mar, What, what! — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Peformers of this heinous^ bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Doniinator poli, 
Tarn lentus audis scelera f tarn lentus vides f 

Mar, 0> calm thee^ gentle lord! although^ I know^ 
There is enough written upon this earth> 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest tlioughts> 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia^ kneel | 
And kneel, sweet boy» the Roman Hector's hopei 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere,' 
And father, of that chaste dishonoured dame^ 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece* rape,-^ 
That we will prosecute, by good advice^ 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach* 

Titi Tis sure enough, an you knew how. 
But if you hurt these bear.whelps, then beware s 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once. 
She's with the lion*deeply still in league. 
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 
And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list. 
You're a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone j 

* Huiband. 
P 2 
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And, comt, I will go get a leaf of brass^ 

And with a gad' of steel will write these words> 

And lay it by : the angry northern wind 

Will blow these sands> like Sybil's leaves^ abroad. 

And Where's your lesson then?— ^Boy, what i^ay yon ? 

Boy, I say, my lord, that if I were a mad. 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safb 
Foxe these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar, Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath lull oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boif. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 
, Tit, Come, go with me into mine aimouryi 
Lucius, 1*11 fit thee ; and withal, ray boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both : 
Come, come; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thou not ? 

B<nf» Ay, with my dagger in their bosomftj grand* 
sire* 

Tit. No,boy, notsoi Tllteach thee another coarse* 
Lavinia, come >— Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and m go brave it at the court) 
Ay, marry, will we, sir 3 and we'll be waited on* 

^Exeunt Titvs, Lavinia^ and Bojf, 

Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan. 
And not relent, or not compassion him } 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy; 
That hath more scars of sorrow itx his heart. 
Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd shield i 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge •-— 
Reveiige the heavens for oild Andronictts i lExit, 

> The point oC a spear. 
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SCENE II. 

The same, A Room in the Pahce, 

Enter Aaroh^ Chiron^ and Demrtrius, et ovfi 
Door ; at another Door, young Iajcivm, and an 
jiiiemdanf, mth a Bundle of Weapons, and Verse$ 
writ vpon them, - 

Chi, Demetrius^ here's the son of Lucius ; 
He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar, Aft some mad message from his mad gfsmid« 
father. 

Boy. My lordsji with all the humbleness I magrj 
I greet jour honours from Andronicus ;— 
And pr^ the Bomaa gods^ confound you both. . 

lAsiia. 

Dem, Gramercy,* lovely Lucius : What's the news ? 

Boy. That you are both decipher'd« that's the news. 
For villains mark*d with rape* {Aside ^ Mayitpkase 

you. 
My grandsire^ well-advis*dj hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury^ 
To gratify your honourable youth> 
The hope of Home 5 for 90 he bade noe say % 
And so I. do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that whenever you have needy 
You may be armed and appointed well: 
AndsoIleavQyoubotb, {Auicl like bloo<fy villainy, 

[Esemt Boy and Attendftnt 

*l«e. CfMidmercii great thanks* 



^Jside. 
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Dem. What's here ? A scroU -, and written round 
about ? 
Let's see ; 

Integer vitce, scelerisque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis, nee arcu. 

Chi, O, 'tis a verse in Horace; I know it well: 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
. Aar. Ay, just !-^-a verse in Horace :— right, you 

have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here's no sound jest! the old man hath 
found their guilt; 

And sends the weapons wrapp*d about with 

lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the 

quick. 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her rest in her imrest awhile.— 
And now, yoimg lords, was't not a happy star 
Led us to Home, strangers, and, more than so^ 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good, before the Palace gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dem, But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aar, Had he not reason, lord Demetrius ? 
Pid you not use his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. ■ 

Chi, A charitable wish, and full of love. 

4wr. llere lacks but your mother fojc to sqr amen. 



Scene II. TTTUS ANDRONICUS. SOS 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more. 
Dem. Come^ let us go; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar» Fray to the devils; the gods have given us 
o'er. lAside. Flourish. 

Dem, Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish thus ? 
Chi» Belike^ for joy the emperor hath a son. 
Dem. Soft; who comes here? 

Enter a Nurse^ Tdth a Black'a-'moor Child in her Arms. 

Nur. Good morrow, lords : 

O, tell me^ did you see Aaron the Moor. 

Aar. Well, more, or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is : and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep? 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye^ 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace;-— 
^e is deliver'd, lords, she is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom ? 

Nur. I mean, she's brought to bed. 

Aar. Well, God 

Give her good rest ! What hath he sent her? 

Nur. A devil. 

Aar. Why then she's thedevil's dam; a jo)rfurissue. 

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful ssue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it. thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's poin^ 
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Aar. Out, out, you whore ? is black so base a 
hue? — 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure* 

Dem, Villain, what hast thou done I 

Aar. Done! that which thou 

Canst not undo^ 

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother* 

Aar, VDlain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn*d her loathed choice! 
Accurs*d the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

Aar* It shall not die. 

Nur, Aaron, it must: the mother wills it so. 

Aar, What, must it, nurse ? tb^ let no n^an but I, 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

D^. I'll broach ^ the tadpole on my rapia-*8 point ; 
Nurse, give it me> my sword shall soon despatch it 

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up, 
\Take& the Child from the Nurse and draws. 
Stay, murderous villains! will you kill your brother) 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky. 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got,^ 
He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point. 
That touches this r^y flrst-born son and heir ! 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,^ 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon*a biop4^ 
Nor great Alcidesi,^ nor the god of war, ^ 
Shall seize this prey out of his father's haQd9. 
What, whatf ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 
Ye whit^-linc^'d walls ! ye alehouse painty signs! 

3 SpH. 4^ A giant, the son of Titan and Terra. S Iftrcules. 
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Coal black i$ better thaa another hue^ 
In that it scorns to bear another hue: 
For all Uie water in the ocean 
Can never turn a swan's black l^s to white^ 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the emperess from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ^ excuse it how she can. 
D^. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus? 
Aar. My mistress is my mistress 5 this, myself j 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world, do I prefer | 
This maugre^ all the world, wiU I^keep safe. 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our fnother is for ever sham*d« 
Chi. Roma will despise her for this foul escape. 
Nur. The emperor, in his rage, willdoomher death, 
Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.^ 
Aar, Why, there's the privilege your beauty bean % 
l^ye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing 
The dose enacts and counsels of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad fram*d of another leer i^ 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father 3 
Ab who should say. Old lad, I am thine ouw. 
He is your brother, lords -, sensibly fed 
Of that s^-hk)od that first gave life to you ; 
And, from that womb, where you imprisoned weic^ 
He is eufranchised and come to light: 
Nay, h^*s your brother by the surer side, 
Although my seal be stamped in his f^ce. 
Nur» Aaron, what shall I say unto the empressl 
Dem. Advise thee^ Aaron, what is to be done, 

^ In spite of. 7 !• St IgnoQiiiiy. ' Complexion, 
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And yre will all subscribe to thy advice ; 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar, Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 
Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

IThey sit on the Ground, 

Dem. How many women saw this child of his? 

Aar. Why, so, brave lords; When we all join In 
league, 
I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor> 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness. 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.-^ 
But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

Nur, Cornelia the midwife, and myself. 
And no one else, but the deliver*d empress. 

Aar, The emperess, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away : 
€ro to the empress ; tell her, this I said : — 

[Stabbing her* 
Weke, wek^ ! — so cries a pig, prepar*d to the spit 

J) em. What mean'st thou, Aaron ? Wherefore 
didst thou this ? 

Aar, O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu*d babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman. 
His wife but yesternight w^s brought to bed j 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack9 with him, and give the mother gold. 
And tell them both the circumstance of all $ 

9 Contiivcy bargain with. 
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And bow by tbis tbeir cbild shall be advanc'd 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine. 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords, ye see, that I have given her physick, 

[Pointing to the Nurse* 
And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, see that you take no longer days. 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife, and the nurse, well made away. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets* 

Dem, For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee, 

[Exeunt Deu, and Chi, bearing off the Nurse. 

Aar, Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies } 
There to dispose tbis treasure in mine arms. 
And secretly to greet the empress' friends.-'— 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I'll bear you hence j 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots. 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat. 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. [£ci^« 
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SCENE m. 

The tame. A publick Place. 

Enter Titus^ hearing Arroe», tdik Letters at tie auh 
of them; with him Marcus^ young LuoiU9> ani 
other Gentlemen, with Bows, 

Tit, Come^ Marcus^ come >— -Kinsmen, this 19 tba 
way :— ^ 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery j 
l/ook ye draw home enough, and 'tis there straight; 
Terras Astrcea reliquit: 

Be you remember'd, Marcus, she'ff gone, $he*8 fled. 
Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shal} 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 
Happily you may £uid her in the sea; 
Yet there*s as little justice as at land :««<• 
1^0 ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it | 
*Tis you must dig with mattock, and with sp^deii 
And pierce the inmost center of the earth ; 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you, deliver him this petition : 
Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid : 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.— -^ 
Ah^ Rome ! — ^Well, well j I made thee niiserablo. 
What time I threw the people's suf&ages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.— 
Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all. 
And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd j 
This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence, 
Aod, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 
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Mar. O, Puhlius> is not this a heavy case. 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub, Therefore, my lord> it highly us concerns^ 
By day and night to attend him carefully } 
And fb^d his humour kindly as we may, 
nil time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy* 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak od Rome for this ingratitude, j 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. PabliuSi how now ? how now, my masters ? 
What, 
Have you met with her } 

Ph^. No, my goodlord ^ but Plutus sends you word 
If you will have revenge from hell, you shall : 
Marry, lor Ju8ti<3e, she is so employ*d. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else^ 
80 liiat perforce jou must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delajrs. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below. 
And pull her oat of Acheron by the heels.-— 
Marcos, we are but shrubs, no cedars we; 
No big-bon'd men, fram*d of the Cyclop*s size t 
But metal, Marcus, steel to theLveiy back 5 
Yet wrung ' with wrongs, more than our backs caa 

bear: 
And sith* there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods. 
To send down justice for to wreak ^ our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear ,4 You are a good archer, Marcos. 

IHe gives them the Arrow* 

f^ * Strallieii. * Since. S Revenge. 4 Dress, furniture^ 
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AdJoventj that's for you: — Here, ad JpolUnem:'^ 

Ad Martem, that's for myself^— 

Here, boy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 

You were as good to shoot against the wind.— • 

To it, boy, Marcus, loose when I bid : 

O* my word, I have written to effect j 

There's not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar, Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court ; 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit, Now, masters, draw. \They shoot, '\ O, well 
said, ^ucius ! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap j give it Pallas. 

Mar, My lor^, I aim a mile beyond the moon j 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit, Ha! Put)lius, Publius, what hast thou done! 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This w^ the sport, my lord : when Publiot 
shot. 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the court | 
And who should find them but the empress' villain } 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit, Why, there it goes : Grod give your lordship 
joy. 

Eiiitr a Clown, mth a Basket and Two Pigeons* 

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters } 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 
Clo» Ho ! the gibbet-maker ? he sap, that ho 
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hath taken them down again^ for the man must not 
be hanged till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clo, Alas, sio I know not Jupiter ; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

Tit, Why villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clo. From heaven ? alas, sir, I never came there : 
Godvforbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven in 
my young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons 
to the tribunal plebs,^ to take up a matter of brawl 
betwixt my uncle and one of the emperiaPs men. 

Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for 
your oration 5 and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to th« 
emperor with a grace ? 

C/o. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado. 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold 5 — mean while, here's money for thy 

charges. 
Give me a pen and ink.— 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication? 

Clo, Ay, sir. 

Tit, Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the first approach, you 

s The Clown means to say fUbeian tri^wte, /. t. tribune of 

the people. 
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Inust kneel ; then kiss his foot 5 then delirer i^yodt 
pigeons ; and then look for jonr teward^ 1*11 be at 
hand, sir : see yon do it bravely. 

Clo. I warrant yon, sir \ let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come^ let me see 
it. 
Her^, Marcns, fold it in the oration ; 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant:*^ 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo. (5od be with you, sir 5 I Willi 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let's go :---PabliQ8^ follow me. 

SCENE IV. 

The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, CHiRok^ 1)eme« 

TRius, Lords and Others: Saturninus isith the 
Arrows in his Hand, that Tit vs shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these? Wid 
ever seen 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne. 
Troubled, confronted thus : and, for the extent 
Of egal* justice, us'd in such contempt } 
My lords, you know, as do the ftughtfiil goda. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears, there noc^ht hath pasa'd^ 
But even with law^ against the wilful aons 
Of old Androniciis. And what an if 

• Equal. 
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His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits. 
Shall we be thus afjicted in his wreaks, 
]^is fits, bis frenzy, and his bitterness ? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury ^ 
This to Apollo 5 this to the gdd of war : 
Sweet scrolls^ to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
What*s this, but libelling against the senate. 
And blazoning our injustice eveiy where } 
A goodly humour, is it not, jpy lords ? 
As who yrouid.say, in Rome no justice were. 
But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies . 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 
"But he and his shall know, that justice lives 
In^aturnihus* health; whom, if she sleep, 
He*ll so awake, as she in fury shall 
Cut oflF the proud'st conspirator that lives. 

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Satumina>, 
Lord of my life, conmiander of my thoughts. 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus* age. 
The efiects of sorrow for his valiant sons, ;» 
Whose loss hath pierced him deep, and scarr'd his 

heart 3 
And rather comfort his distressed plight, . 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best. 
For these contempts. Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze" with all : [Aside, 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick^ 
'Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise. 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.— > 

'* ^ Flatter. 

VOL. IX. Q . 
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Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow ? would'st thou speak .with us ? 

Clo, Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be imperial 

Tarn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clo, lis he. — Grod, and saint Stephen^ give you 
good den :«— I have brought you a letter, and a couple 
of pigeons here. [Saturninus reads the Letter. 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 

C/o. How much money must I have ? 

Tarn. Come, sirrah, you must be hang*d. 

Clo. Hang*d! By*rlady, then I have brou^t up 
a' neck to a fair end. [^Exit, guarded. 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villainy ? 
I know from whence this same device proceeds ; 
May this be borne ? — as if his traitorous sons. 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher*d wrongfidly.— « 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege:— 
For this proud mock, 1*11 be thy slaughter-man; 
Sly frantick wretch, that holp*st to make me great^ 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. , 

Enter ^BmiliuIs. 

What news with thee, /BmUius > 

iEf7iz7. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never had moie 
cause! 
The Goths have gather*d head 5 and with a power 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil. 
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They hither march amain^ tinder conduct' 
Of Ludna^ ion to old Andromcns; 
Who threats^ in course of this rev^ige^ to da ^ 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike I^uoius general of the Qotha ^ 
These tidings nip me^ and I bang the head' 
At flowers with frosty or grass beat down wkh storms^ 
Ky, now begin our scurrows to approach : 
'IHs he the common people love sonmchi 
Myself hath often over-heard them say^ 
(When I have walked like a private man^) 
That Lucius banishment was wrmigfuUy^ 
And they have wish*d that Lucius were their emperor. 

Tarn .Why should you fear ? is not your city strong > 

Sat. Ay» but the citizena favour Lucius j 
And will revolt from me^ to succour him. 

Tarn. Xing^ be thy thoughts imperious,' like thy 
name. 
Is the sun ^mm'd> that gnats do fly in it ? 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing^ 
And Is not csareful what they mean thereby; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wings. 
He can at pleasure stint^ their melody : 
Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit: for know> thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous. 
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep j 
When as the one is wounded with the bait. 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

* Imperial. a Stop. 

Q2 
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Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tarn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will : 
For I Qdn smooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises -, that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf. 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.*— 
jGo thou before, be our embassador 5 [To ^milius. 
Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 
£ven at his father's house, the old Andronicus. 

Sai. ^milius, do this message honour^ibly : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 
3id him demand what pledge will please him best 

JEmil. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

lExU ^MILIUS. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus } 
Jknd temper him, witl^all the art I have. 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths* 
And now^ sweet emperor, be blithe again. 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
,Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him* 

ACT V. 
SCENE I. PUms near Home. 

Enter Luciirs, and Goths, vfith Drum and Colours. 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor, 
4^ nd how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords^ be,as your titles witness. 
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Imperious^ and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath dope you any scath^' 
Let him make treble satis&ction. 

1 Gotk. Brave slip/ sprang from the great Ai^dro-» 

nicus. 
Whose name was once our terror^ now our comfort; 
Whose high exploits^ and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul conten^pt. 
Be bold in us : we'll follow where thou lead*st,--» 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day. 
Led by their master to the flower*d fields,-** 
And foe afveng*d on cursed Tamora. ^ 

' C^oiki. And, as he saith, so say we ail with hinou 
Luc. I liumbly thank him, and I thank you all* 
But who comtfs here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aarok, mth his CUld in kk 

ArmSp 

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, f^om our trdbp^Istr^'d^ 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall: 
I made unto the noise; when soon I heard 
The cryiqg babe controlled with this discourse : 
Fence, tavmy slave ; hd^ me, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 
Had nature' lent thee but thy mother* s look^ 
Villain^ thou might* st have been an emperor: 
But v^ere the bull and cow are both mUk^wMte^ 

* Harm. 
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They never do beget m cpal^lack calf. 

Feace^viUam^feact /^^^iCivca thas he rates die bebei— 

For I must bear thee to a tnuty Goth ; 

WhOf ti>ktm he hum$ thou art the empress* babe. 

Will l^old thee dearly for thy mother's sake. 

With thiBmy weapon 4i»wd« I rushed upon him. . . 

Surpriz*d him suddoilj; ahd brought him Mtb(»r» . 

To use aa yoa think needful of the mao^ 

Imc. O worthj Goth! this is the incarnate deril 
That robb*d Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the peaii that pleas*d your empreas' eye $' 
And here's the base fruit of his burning kiat.-^ 
S^QTb w^U^^d skve^ whither would*st thou oonvejr 
This gP^Qwtog imagb of thy :fiend«like face ? : 
Why dost not speak ? ^ What ! deaf? No| not « word j 
A halter, soldiers -, hang him on this tree^ 
Aftdhy hii side his fruit of bastardy, 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of xoyai blood. 

Jjuc, Too like the s^e for ever being good^^* 
^rst, hang the child# that he may see it sprawl i 
A sight to vex the fsther's soul withaL 
G^t me a ladder*. 

[A Ladder brought^ wiick Aa&ov is, obliged to 
ascend. 

Aar^ |jipius^ save the child i, 

And bear it from me to the emperess. 
If thou do this, I'll show thee wond'rous things^ 
That highly may advantage thee to hear i 
If thou wilt notj befall what may beMj 
I'll speak no more y But vengeance rot you aU ! 

^ Alluding to the proverb, ** a black man is a pearl in a ftir 

woman's eye," 
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Luc. Say on \ andj if it please me which thou 
8peak*st, 
Thy child shall live^ and I will see it nourish'd. 

Aar. An if it please thee^ wby> assure theoj 
Lucius^ 
Twill vex thy soul to hear what I sbdl »peak| 
For I muist talk of murders^ rapes, and massacres^ 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds« 
Compbti of mischief, treason 5 villainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform*d : 
And this shall all be buried by xay death. 
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Jjuc* Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy childsh^ live. 

Aar. Swear, thit he shall* and then I will be^gin. 

Imc» Who should 1 swear by ? thou believ'sl no 
god J 
Tbatgranted^ how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not; 
Yet,— for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within fhee^ called conscience i^ 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe,-*-* 
Therefore I urge thy oath; — ^For that, I knoWj > 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god. 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears; 
To that 1*11 urge him :— -Therefore, thou shalt yow , 
By that same god, what god soever it be, . 
That^thcia ador'st and hast in reverence,*-r 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him upf 
Or dse I wiU discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will.' 

^ar. Firitf^ know thou, I begot him on the cinpii9ss« 



\ 
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• Luc. O most insatiatp> luxurious woman ! 

jiar.^ Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity. 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon, 
*Twas her two sons that murder*d Bassianus : • 
They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravished her^ 
And cut her hands; and trimm'd her as thou baw^si 

Luc. Oj detestable villain ! call*st thou that trim* 
ming ? 

Aar. Why, she was wash*d, and cut, and trinuu'd > 
and *twas 
Trim sport i<x them that had the doing of it. 

_ » 

Luc, O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself 1 • 

• Aa^. indeed, I was their tutor to instruct th^n ; 
That codiiing spirit had they from their motherj, 

- As sure a card as ever won the set : 
That bloody mind, I think, they leam'd of me. 
As true a dog as ever fought at head. — 
Wen, let my deeds be witness of riiy^ worth, 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold within the letter mention 'dy 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to tue. 
Wherein I had no stroke of 'mischief in It ? 
I played the cheater for thy father's hand } 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart. 
And qlmost broke my heart with extreme laughter, • 
I pry*d me through the creiace of a wall. 
When, for his hand, he had his two sous* headi; ' 
Beheld his tears^ and laugh*d so heartily. 
That both nune eyes Wff|:e rainy like to his | . , . 
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And when I told the empress of this sport, 
She swouniled dln^ost at nr^ pleasing tale, 
Andj for my tiding gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth. What ! canst thou say all this^ and never 
blush ? 

Aar, Ay, like a black dog> as the saying is. 
' 'Luc, Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds? 

Aar, Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day> (and yet, I think. 
Few come within the compass of my curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 
As kill a man, or else devise, his death } 
Bsmth a maid, or plot the way to do it $ 
Accuse some kinocient, and forswear myself s 
Set deadly enmity between two friends 5 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on bams and hay-'Stacks in the night. 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg*d up dead men from their graves, 
AuA set them upright at their dear friends* doon^ 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot; 
And <m their skins, as on the bark of trees. 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters. 
Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thbusand dreadful things. 
As willingly as one would kill a fly ; 
And nothing grieyes n^ heartily indeedj^ 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devtli^ 
To liy9 and bum in everlasting fire j 
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Come down, and welcome me to this world's 11^ | 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place. 
No vast obscurity, or misty vale,/ 
Where bloody murder, or detested rape. 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul ofiender quake* 

Tit, Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tarn. I am -, thereforecome down, and welcomeme. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands } 
Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wfaeela | 
And then 1*11 come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globes^ 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads^ 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ; 
Even from Hyperion's rising ii^ the east. 
Until his very downfal in'the sea. 
And day by day 1*11 do this heavy task. 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tom. These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tit, Are they thy ministers ? what are they call'd? 

To^. Rapine, and Murder -, therefore called so, 
*Cause they take vengeance of suck kind of men. 

Tit. Good lojrd, how like the empress* sops they arp 1 
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And 3rou> the empress 1 But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to^thee : 
^nd, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus, from abtwe. 
. Tarn. This dosing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate*er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits. 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulotls in this mad thought, 
1*11 make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
1*11 find some cunning practice out of hand. 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, .and b^ for thee: 
Welcome, dread fufy, to my woful house 5— 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too :— - 
How like the empress and her sons you are ! . 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor :— « 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil ?— - 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags. 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen aright. 
It were convenient you had such a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 

Tarn. What would*st thou have us do, Andro- 
nicus? 
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Dem. Show me a murderer^ 1*11 deal with him. 

Chi. Show me a villain^ that hath done a rape. 
And I am sent to be revenged on him. 

Tarn. Show me a thousand^ that hath done thee 
wrong. 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome ; 
And when thou find*st a man that's like thyself. 
Good Murder, stab him \ he*s a murderer.-— 
Go thou with him ; and when it is thj hap. 
To find another that is like to thee. 
Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.— » 
Go thou with them } and in the emperor*8 court 
There is a qvieen, attended by a Moor ; 
Well may*st thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down she doth resemble thee i 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death, , 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson*d us 5 this shall we do. 
Rut would it please thee, good Apdronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son. 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths« 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solenm feast, 
i will bring in the empress and her sons. 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit. Marcus, my brother !— 'tis sad Titus calls* 
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Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 
Tell him> the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them^ 
This do thou for my love i and so let him. 
As he regards his aged father's life. 

Mar, This will I do, and soon return again. [£jrtV, 

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy business^ 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with mo| 
Or else I'll ddl my brother back again. 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tarn. What say you, boys ? will you abide wit^ 
him. 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor. 
How I have govem'd our determined jest ? 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair. 

And tarry with him^ till I come again. 

Tit, I know them all, though they suppose me mad| 
And will o'er-reach them in their own devices, 
A p^r of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. lAside. 

Detn. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 

Tarn, Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. {_Exit Tamora, 

Tit* I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge^ 
farewell. 
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Cki. Tell as^ old man> how shall we be employ'd? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.— 
Publius, come hither> Caius, and Valentine ! 

Enter Publius, and Others, 

' Pub. What's your will ? ' 

Tit, Know you these two ? 

Pub. Th* empress* sons, 

I take them, Chiron and DemetnUs. 

Tit. Fye, Publius fye ! thou art too much deceiv'd; 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them : 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it 5 therefore bind them sure i 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry^ 

[JEit^ Titus. — ^Publius, ^c. lay hold on Chi- 
kOn onrf Demetrius. 

Chi, Villains, forbear : we are the empress' sons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded. — 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word: 
Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 

JRe-en/er Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia j she 
beating a Bason, and he a Knife. 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are 
bound;— 
Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter.— 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius I 
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Here stands the spring whom you have 8tain*d witb 

mud j 
This goodly summer with your winter mtx*d. 
You kill'd her husband ; and> for that vile faulty 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death : 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest : 
Both her sweet hands^ her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity. 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc*d. 
What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame yo]a could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
' Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feast with me. 
And calts herself. Revenge, and thinks me mad,-— 
Hark, villains 5 I will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it, 1*11 make a paste 5 
And of the paste a coffin^ I will rear. 
And make two pasties of your shanoeful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallow'd dam. 
Like to the earth, swallow her own' increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to. 
And this die banquet she shall surfeit on 5 
For worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter. 
And worse than Progne I will be reveng'd : 
And now prepare your throats, — Lavinia, conae, 

\He cuts their Throats, 
Receive the blood : and, when that the|r az€ dead, 

3 Crust of a raised py*. 

TOL. IX. R 
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Let me go grind their bones to powder smaDj 

And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. 

Come^ come, be every one officious 

To make this banquet \ which I wish may prove 

More stern and bloody than the Centaur*8 feast. 

So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook^ 

And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

\Extant^ bearing the dead Bodies 

SCENE III. 
The same* A Pavilion, with Tables, Spc. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with Aarov, 

Prisoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since *tis my father's mind. 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

1 Goth. And ours, with thine, befall what fortune 
will. 

Imc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger^ this accursed devil } 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 
Till he be brought unto the empress* face. 
For testimony of her foul proceedings : 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow*d slave !— 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.— 

[^Exeunt Groths, with Aarok. Flourish. 
The trumpets show^ the emperor is at hand. 
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Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with Tribunes^ 

Senators^ and Others, 

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than 

one? 
• lAtc. What boots * it thee, to call thyself a sun ? 
Mar, Rome*s emperor, and nephew, break ^ the 
parley 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain*d to an honourable end. 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh^ and take yourplaces. 
Sat, Marcus, we will. 

l^Huuiboys sound. The Company sit down at Table. 

Enter TiTVH, dressed like a Cook, Lavimia^ veikd, 
young Lucius, and Others. Titus places the 
Dishes on the Table, 

Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord : welcome, dread 
queen ; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths 5 welcome, Lucius 5 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor. 
Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat, Why art thou thus attir*d, Andronicus ? 

Tit, Because I would be sure to have all well^ 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good AndronicUs. 

Tit, An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this ; 

4 Advantage, benefit. ' /. f* Begin the parley* 

K 2 
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Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right hand> 

Because she was enforc*d^ stain*d^ and deflour*d ? 

Sat. It was^ Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord ! 

Sat, Because the girl should not survive her shame^ 
And by her presence still renew his son'ows. 

Tit, A reason mighty, strong, and efiectual j 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, most wretched to perform the like :-— 
Die, diej Lavinia, and thy shame with thee 5 

[He kills Lavinu, 
And, with thy shame, thy father*s sorrow die ! 

Sat, What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind ? 

Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made xne 
blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was : 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage 5 — and it is now done. 

Sat, What, was she ravished ? tell, who did th^ 
deed. 

Tit. Will*t please you eat ? wilFt please your high- 
ness feed ? 

Tarn, Why hast thou slain thine only daughtes 
thus ? 

Tit. Not 1 5 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 
They ravished her, and cut away her tongue. 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

Sat» Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in thatpyej 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the flesh that she herself bath bred. 
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*Tis tnie, 'tis true} witness my knife*8 sharp point. 

[Killing Tamora. 
Sat. Die^ frantick wretch^ for this accursed deed. 

[Killing Titus. 
Luc* Can the son's eye behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed> death for a deadly deed. 

[Kills Sat URN IN us. A great Tumult, • The 
People in confusion disperse, Marcus^, 
Lucius, and their Partisans ascend the 
Steps before Titus's House, 
Mar. You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of 
Rome, 
By uproar severed, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds, and high tempestuous gusti« 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herselif ; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to. 
Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away. 
Do shameful execution on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 
Grave witnesses of true experience. 
Cannot induce you to attend my words,— 
Speak, Rome's dear friend } [To Lucius.] as ent 

our ancestor. 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse. 
To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear. 
The story of that balefiil burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surpriz'd king Priam's Troy ; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears. 
Or who bath brought the fatal engine in. 
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That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.— 

My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel 5 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory. 

And break my very utterance 5 even i'the time 

When it should move you to attend me most. 

Lending your kind commiseration : 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale j 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you. 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius . 
Were they that murdered our emperor^s brother ; 
And they it were that ravished our sister : 
for their fell faults our brothers were beheaded 5 
Our father's tears despis'd 3 and basely cozen*d 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out. 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly,' myself unkindly banished. 
The gates shut on me, and turn*d weeping out. 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies 3 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears. 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend : 
And I am the tuin'd-forth, be it known to you. 
That have preserved her welfare in my blood j 
And from her bosom took the enemy's point. 
Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, 1 5 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 
But, soft ', methinks, I do digress too much. 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me; 
For when no friepds are by, men praise themselves. 
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Mar, Now is my turn to speak ; Behold this child> 
» [Pointing to the Child in the arms of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ^ 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes 3 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
Danm*d as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience^ 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you^ Ro- 
mans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now. 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak 3 and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

JEmil, Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome> 
And bring 'our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor j for, well I know. 
The common voice do cry^ it shall be sq, 

Rom. [Sexeral speak^ Lucius, all hail 3 Rome'« 
royal emperor ! 

Lucius, SfC. descend. 

Mar, Go, go into old Titus* sorrowful house 3 

\To an Attendant. 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudged some direful slaughtering deaths 
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As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Rom. [Several speak, "] Lucius, all hail 5 Rome's 
gracious governor ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans 5 May I govern fo^ 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe ! 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile,-— 
For nature puts me to a heavy task 5— 
Stand all aloof :— but, uncle, draw you near. 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk :— 
O, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips, 

[Kmes TiTUS, 
These sorrowful di'ops upon thy blood-stain*d face. 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss^ 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
0;» were the simi of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them 

Luc, Come hither, boy \ come, come, and learn of 
us 
To melt in showers : Thy grandsire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee. 
Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow j 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Mee^, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 
In that respect then, like a loving child. 
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring. 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave 5 
Do him that kindness, and take leave of hi • 

Boy. O grandsire, grandsilre! ^ven with all mf 
heart 
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Would I were dead^ so you did live again !— 

lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping j 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaron, 

1 Horn. You sad Andronici, have done with woes j 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him ^ 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him. 
For the offence he dies. This is our doom : 
Some stay, to see him fasten'd in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury 
dumb? 

1 am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 
I should repent the evils I have done ; 
Ten thousand, worse than ever yet 1 did. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will j 
If one good deed in all ray life I did, 

1 do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc, Some loving friends convey the emperor hencej 
And give him burial in his father's grave : 
My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey : 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity 5 
And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 
f>ee justice done to Aaron;, that damn*d^Moor> 
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By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 

Then, afterwards, to order well the state ; 

That like events may ne*er it ruinate. [Exeuni. 

All the editors and criticks agree in supposing this play spu- 
rious. I see no reason for differing from them ; for the 
colour of the style is wholly different from that of the other 
plays. Johnson. 
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ACT I. 

Enter Gower." 
Before the Palace qf Antioch. 

1 o sing a song of old' was sung. 
Prom ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man*s infirmities^ • 
To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 
It hath been sung at festivals. 
On ember-eves, and holy ales j' 
And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 
Turpose to make men glorious ; 
Et quo antiqtdus, eo melius. 
If you, born in these latter times. 
When wit*s more ripe, accept my rhymes. 
And that to hear an old man sing. 
May to your wishes pleasiire brings 
I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light.— 
This city then^ Antioch the great 
Built up for his chiefest seat -, 

* Chorus, in the character of Gower, an ancient English 
'oet, who has related the story of this play in his Ctn/eaU 
ImaHtit, 

* /. <, That of old. 3 Whitsun-alcs, &c. 
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The fairest in all Syria ; 
(I tell you what mine authors say :) 
This king unto him took a pheere^^ 
Who died and left a female heir> 
So buxom^ blithe^ and full of face^ 
As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
With whom the father liking took^ 
And her to incest did provoke : 
Bad father ! to entice his own 
To evil, should be done by none. 
By custom, what they did begin. 
Was, with long use, account* no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame. 
To seek her as a bed-fellow. 
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 
Which to prevent, he made a law, 
(To keep her still, and men in awe,} 
. That whoso ask*d her for his wife. 
His riddle told not, lost his life : 
So for her many a wight did die^ 
As yon grim looks do testify.^ 
What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. J^Exit* 

^ Wife, the word signifies a mate or companion. 

s Accounted. 

* Pointing to the scene of the palace gate at Antioch, on whicli 

the heads of those unfortunate wights were fixed. 
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SCENE I. 
Antioch. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter Antioch us, Pericles, and Attendants. 

Ant, Young prince of Tyre, you have at large re- 
ceived 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and witli a soul 
Embolden'd with the glory of her praise. 
Think death no hazard, in this enterprize. [^MuslcL 

Ant, Bring in our daughter, clotlied like a bride. 
For the embracements even of Jove himself ^ 
At whose conception, (till Lucina reign'd,) 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 
The senate-house of planets all did sit. 
To knit in her their best perfections. 

Ejiter the daughter of Antiochus. 

Per, See, where she comes, apparelled like the 
spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men ! 
Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever ras'd, and testy wrath 
Could never be herlnild companion. 
Ye gods that made me man, and sway in love. 
That have inflam'd desire in my breast. 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree. 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps. 
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As I am son and servant to your will^ 
To compass such a boundless happiness ! 

Ant. Prince Pericles, 

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touched ; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
A countless glory, which desert must gain : 
And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
Yon sometime famous princes, like thyself. 
Drawn by report, advent'rous by desire. 
Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance pale. 
That, without covering, save yon field of stars. 
They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist. 
For going on death's net, whom none resist. 

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 
And by those fearfril objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must : 
For death remembered, should be like a mirror. 
Who tells us, life*s but breath ; to trust it, error. 
1*11 make my will then ; and as sick men do. 
Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe. 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did j 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you. 
And all good men, as evety prince should do ; 
My riches to the earth from whence they came; 
But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

[^Fo the daughter of Antiochus* 
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Thus ready for the way of life or deaths 
I wait the sharpest blow^ Antiochus, 
Scorning advice. 

Jnt» Read the conclusion then | 

Which read and not expounded^ 'tis decreed^ 
As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Dough. In all> save thatj may'st thou prove pros« 
perous ! 
In allj save that> I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champion^ I assume the lists> 
Nor ask advice of any other thou^t 
But j^thfulness^ and courage. 

[He reads the Riddle.] 

I am no viper, yet I feed 

On motkei'sjlesk, which did me breed : • 

I sought a husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindness in a fat her. 

He*s father, son, and hu^and mildj 

I mother, wife, and yet his child. 

How they may be, and yet in two. 

As you wHl live, resolve it you. 

Sharp physick is the last ; but O you powers ! 
That give heaven countless eyes to view men's acts^ 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually^ 
If this be true> which makes me pale to read it > 
Fair glass of lights I lov'd you, and could stiU, 

[l^akes hold of the hand of the princess^ 
Were not this glorious casket stored with ill : 
But I ihust tell you,— now, my thoughts revolt i 

VOL. IX. S 
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For he's no man on whom perfections wait. 
That knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 
Who, finger'dto make man his lawful musick. 
Would draw heaven do wn^ and all tlie gods to hearken ', 
But, being play'd upon before your time. 
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime : 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life. ^ 
For that's an article within our law, ^ 

As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expir'd ; ". - * 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per. Great king, 
»Few love to hear the sins they love to act j V 

'Twould 'braid yourself too near for me to tell it, ^^"^ 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do. 
He's more secure to keep it shut, than shown a 
For vice repeated, is like the wand'ring wind, ^ 
Blows dust in others' eyes, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 
The breath is gone, and die sore eyes see clear : 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Copp'd' hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is 

wrong'd 
By man's oppression^ and the poor worm doth die for't. 
Kings are earth's gods : in vice their la^s their will; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill > 
It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it 
All love the womb that their first beings bred. 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

7 RisiDi; to a top or head. 
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Ant. Heaven^ that I had thy head ! he has found 
the meaning 5— 
But I will gloze* with him. lAside.'] Young prince'of 

Tyre, 
Th.tugh by the tenour of our strict edict. 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
"We might proceed to cancel of your days j9 
Vet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
4^6 your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 
Korty days longer we do respite you ; 

: >y which time our secret be undone, 
' his mercy shows, we'll joy in such a son : 
id until then, your entertain shall be, 
^ doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

[Exeunt Antiociius, his daughter, and At- 
tendants. 
Per, How courtesy would seem to cover sin ! 
' Vhen what is done is like an hypocrite. 
The which is good in nothing but in sight 
If it be true that I interpret false. 
Then were it certain, you were not so bad. 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 
Where' now you*re both a father and a son. 
By your untimely claspings with your child, 
(Which pleasure fits an husband, not a fiitherj) 
And she an eater of her mother's flesh. 
By the defiling of her parent's bed 5 
And/ both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison, breed. 

• Flatter, insinuate. • To the destruction of your life. 

« Whereas. 
s2 



24S PERICLES, Act L 

Antioch> farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night. 
Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 
Murder*s as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 
Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 
Then, lest my life be cropped to keep you dear. 
By flight 1*11 shun the danger which I fear. [Exit. 

Re-enter Antiochus. 

Ant, He hath found the meaning, for the which WQf 
mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet fortlt my infamy. 
Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner : 
And therefore instantly this prince must die ; 
For by his fall my honour must keep high. 
Who attends on us there ? 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai, Doth your highness call } 

Ant, Thaliard, you're of our chamber, and our mind 

Partakes her private actions to your secresyj 

And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 

Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold ; 

We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him | 

It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 

Because we bid it. Say, is it done ? 
Thai. My lord, 

TUdone. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Ant. Enough; 
Lest your breath cool yourself^ telling your haste. 

Mess, My lord^ prince Pericles is fled. 

[Exit Messenger* 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt livej fly after : and, as an arrow, shot 
From a well-experienc*d archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne*er return. 
Unless thou say. Prince Pericles is dead. 

Thai. My lord, if I 
Can get him once within my pistol's length, 
1*11 make him sure : so farewell to your highness. 

lExii. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit* 

SCENE II. 
Tyre. A Room in the Palace* 

I filler Pericles, Helicanus, and other Ijqx^. 

Per. Let none disturb us : Why this charge of 

thoughts ? 
The sad companion, duU-ey'd melancholy. 
By me so us'd a guest is, not an hour. 
In the day*s glorious walk, or peaceful night, 
(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me 

quiet ! 
Here pleasures court mine eyes^ and mine eyes shtta 

them^ 
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And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here: 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits. 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind, . 
That have their first conception by mis-dread. 
Have after-nourishment and life by care 5 
And what was first but fear what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And so with me -, — the great Antiochus 
('Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 
Since he's so great, can make his will his act,) 
Will think me speaking, tliough I swear to silence; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him. 
If he suspect I may dishonour him : 
And what may make him blush m being known, 
He'll stop the course by which it might be known j 
With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the land. 
And with the ostent of war will look so huge. 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state 3 
Our men be vanquish'd, ere tliey do resist. 
And subjects punish' d, that ne'er thought ofience: 
Which care of tliem, not pity of myself, 
• (Who am no more but as tlie tops of trees. 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them,) 
Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish. 
And punish that before, that he would punish. 

1 Lord, Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast! 

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hd, Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience 
tongue. * 
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They do abuse the king, that flatter him : 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin j 
The thing the which is flatter*d^ but a sparky 
To which that breath gives heat and stronger glo\nng^ 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order. 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may eir. 
When signior Sooth here does {Nroclaim a peace. 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per, All leave us else ; but let your cares o*erlook 
What shipping, and what lading*s in our haven. 
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] Helicanu8> 

thbu 
Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks ? 

Hel, An angry brow, drc^ad lord. 

Fer. If there be such a dart in princes* frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 

Heh How dare the plants look up to heaven, from 
whence 
They have their nourishment? 

Per^ Thou know'st I have power 

To take thy life. 

Hel. IKnceling,"] I have ground the axe myself; 
Do you but strike the blow. 

Per. Rise, pr'ythee rise } 

Sit down, sit down $ thou ait no flatterer : 
I thank thee for it 3 and high heaven forbid. 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid I 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince. 
Who by thy wisdom mak*8t a prince thy servant. 
What would*8t thou have me do? 
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HeL With patience bear 

Such griefs as you do lay upon yourself. 

P^. Thou 8peak*st like a physician^ Helicanusj 
Who minister'st a potion unto me^ 
That thou would*st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 
Where^ as thou know*st^ against the face of death* 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beau^« 
From whence an issue I might propagate^ 
Bring arms to princes^ and to subjects joys. 
Jier face was to mine eye beyond all wonder; ' 
The rest; (hark in thine ear^) as black as incest ; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but ithou know'st 

this, 
Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in m^ I hither fiedi 
Under the covering of a careful night. 
Who seem*d my good protector ; and being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous } and tyrants* fears 
X)ecrease not, but grow faster than their years : 
And should he doubt it, (as no doubt lie doth,) 
> That I should open to the listening air> 
How many worthy princes' bloods were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,— - 
To lop that doubt, he*ll fill this land with arms. 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him j 
When all, for mine, if I may call't offence. 
Must feel war*s blow, who spares not innocence: 
Which love to all (of which thyself art one. 
Who now r^prov'st me for it)- 
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fl 

Hcl. Alas, fiir! 

Per^ Drew aleep out of mine eyes, blood from tof 
cheeks^ 
Musings into my mind^ a thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest^ ere it came; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them^ 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

Hel, Wellj my lord^ since you have given me leaw 
to speaks 
Freely 111 speak. Antiochus you fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 
Who either by publick war, or private treason. 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while^ 
Tnil that his rage and anger be forgot. 
Or Destinies do cut his thread of life. 
Your rule direct to any 5 if to me. 
Day serves not light more faithful than 1*11 be. 

Fer, I do not doubt thy faith ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in absence— 

HeL We*ll mingle bloods together in the earth 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Fen Tyre, I now look from thee then, and t» 
Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where Fll hear from thee } 
And by whose letters TH dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects* good. 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
Ill take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 
Who shims not to break one, will sure crack both : 
But in our orbs* we'll live so round and safe, 

^ In oUr diflferent spheres. 
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That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince,' 
Thou show*dst a subject's shine, I a true prince. 

[ExpmU 

« 

SCENE III. 
Tyre. An Antechamber in the Palace, 

Enter Thali A RJ), 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court Here 
mtist I kill king Pericles -, and if I do not, I am sure 
to be hang'd at home : 'tis dangerous. — ^Well, I per- 
ceive he was a wise fellow, and had good discretion, 
that being bid to ask what he would of the king, de- 
sired he might know none of his secrets. Now do I 
see he had some reason for it : for if a king bid a 
man be a villain, he is bound by the indenture of hit 
oath to be one.— Hush, here come the lords of Tyre. 

Etiter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords. 

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre, 
Further to question of your king's departure. 
His seal'd commission, left in trust with me. 
Doth speak sufficiently, he's gone to travel. 

Thai. How I the king gone ! {^Aside, 

Hel, If further yet you will be satisfied. 
Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves. 
He would depart, I'll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch 

Thai. What from Antioch ? lAside. 

IleL Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not,) 

3 Overcome. 
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Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judg'd so : 

ISjid doubting lest that he had err'd or sinn*d^ 

To show his sorrow^ would correct himself ^ 

So puts himself unto the shipman's toil, 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai, Well, I perceive lAside. 

I shall not be hang*d now, although I would i 
But since he's gone, the king it sure must please. 
He acap'd the land, to perish on the seas.-— 
But 1*11 present me. Peace to the Lords of Tyre ! 

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome* 

Tkal, From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But, since my landing, as I have understood 
Your lord has took himself to unknown travels. 
My message must return from whence it came. 

HeL We have no reason to desire it, since 
Commended to our master, not to us : 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,-— 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Tharsus. A Room in the Govemor^s House. 

Enter Cleok, Diontza, and Attendants. 

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here. 
And by relating tales of others* griefs. 
Sec if 'twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Die. That were to blow at fire, in hope to quench it^ 
For who digs hills because they do aspire. 
Throws down one mountain, to cast up a higher. 
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O my distressed lord^ even such our griefs; 
Here they're but felt^ and seen with mistful eyes^ 
But like to groves^ being topp*d> they higher rise* 

Cle. O Dionyza^ 
Who wanteth food^ and will not ^ay he wants itj 
Or can conceal his hunger^ till he famish ? 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air ; our eyes do weep> till lungs 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder; tfaat> 
If heaven slumber^ while their creatures want. 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 
1*11 then discourse our woes^ felt several years. 
And wanting breath to speak> help me with tears. 

Dio. I'll do my best^ sir. 

Cle, This Tharsus, o'er which I have govemmenti 
(A, city, on whom plenty held full hand,) 
Por riches, strew'd herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore heads so high, they kiss'd tbs 

clouds. 
And strangers ne'er beheld, but wonder'd at; 
Whose men and dames so jetted ^ and adora'd> 
Like one another's glass to trim* them by : 
Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight. 
And not so much to feed on, as delight ; 
All poverty was scom'd, and pride so great. 
The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dio. O, 'tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do ! By this cm 
change. 
These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and 
air, 

4 To/r/ 19 to strut, to walk proudly. s To dress them bj. 
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Were all too little to content and please. 
Although they gave their creatures in abundance^ 
As houses are defiled for want of use^ 
They are now starv'd for want of exercise : 
Hiose palatesj who not yet two summers younger^ 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 
Would now be glad of breads and beg for it ; 
iThose mothers who, to nousle ^ up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now. 
To eat those little darlings whom they lov'd. 
So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life : 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping ; 
Here many sink, 3ret those which see them fall. 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true? 

Dto. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 

CU, O, let those cities, that of Plena's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears ! 
The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Where's the lord governor ? 

Cle. Here. 

Speak out thy sorrows which thou brix^*st, in hast» 

For comfort is too fax for us to expect. , 

Lord, We have descried, upon our neighbouriag 
shore 

A portly sail of ships make hitherward, 

Ck. I thought as much. 

^ Nurse fiuidlj. 
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One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir. 

That may succeed as his inheritor ; 

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation. 

Taking advantage of our misery, 

Hath stufTd these hollow vessels with their power,^ 

To beat us down, the which are down already -, 

And make a conquest of unhappy me. 

Whereas no glory's got to overcome. 

Lord. That*s the least fear: for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags display'd, they bring us peace. 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

C/e, ITiou speak'st like him *s untutor*d to repeat^ 
Who makes the fairest «how, means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, what need we fear? 
The ground's the low'st, and we are half way there. 
Go tell their general, we attend him here. 
To know for what he comes, and whence fae comes. 
And what he craves. 

lA)rd. I go, my lord. [EnV, 

C/e. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist j*. 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles, with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are. 
Let not our ships and number of our men. 
Be, like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets : 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears. 
But to relieve them of their heavy load; 
And these our ships you happily 9 may think 

7 Forces. > If he itandt on peace« 9 Perhaps. 



Scene IF. PRINCE OF TYRE. 259 

Are, like the Trojan horse> war-stufTd witliin. 
With bloody views, expecting overtlirow. 
Are stored with corn, to make your needy bread. 
And give them life, who are hunger-starv'd, half dead. 

AIL The gods of Greece protect you ! 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per, Rise, I pray you, rise ; 

We do not look for reverence, but for love. 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify. 
Or pay you with unthankful ness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves. 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils ! 
Till when, (the which, I hope, shall ne*er be seen,) 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per, Which welcome we'll accept} feast here « 
while. 
Until our stars that frown, lend us a smile. {^ExeuMt. 

ACT II. 

Enter Gower. 

Goto. Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis,' to incest bring; 
A better prince, and benign lord. 
Prove awful both in deed and word. 
fie quiet then, as men should be. 
Till he hath pass'd necessity. 
I'll show you those in trouble's reign. 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 



\ 
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The good in conversation * 

(To whom I give my benizon,)' 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 

Thinks all is writ he spoken can : 

And^ to remember what he does. 

Gild his statue glorbus : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought your eyes j what need speak I ? 

Dumb show. 
Writer atone door Pericles, talking u^iMCleonj 
all the train with them. Enter at another door, a 
Gentleman with a Letter to Pericles; Pericles 
thffws the Letter ^o Cleon ; then gives the Messeti" 
ger a reward, and knights him. Exeunt Pericles, 
Cleon, SfC'severalfy, 

Gow. Good Helicane hath staid at home. 
Not to eat honey, like a drone. 
From others' labours j forth he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive; 
And, to fulfil his prince' desire. 
Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 
How Thaliard came full bent with sin. 
And hid intent, to murder him ; 
And that in Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest : 
He knowing so, put forth to seas. 
Where when men been, there's seldom ease; 
For now the wind begins to blow j 
Thunder above, and deeps below. 
Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe, is wrecked and splits 

^ /• e. Conduct* behsiTiour* < Blessing. 
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And he, good prince^ haying all lost> 

By waves £rom coast to coast is tost : 

All perishen of man, of pelf^ 

Ne aught escapen but himself ^ 

Till fortune^ tir'd with doing bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 

And here he comes : what shall be next. 

Pardon old Gower 5 this long*s the text. lExit, 

SCENE I. 
Pentapolis. An open Place by the Sea Side, 

Enter Pericles, wet^ 

Per» Yet cease your ire, ye angry stars of heaven ! 
' Wind, rain^ and thunder^ remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to yoU ; 
And I, as £ts my nature^ do obey you ; 
Alas^ the sea hath cast me on the rocks. 
Washed me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on^ but ensuing death : 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers. 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes; 
And having thrown him from your watry grave. 
Here to have death in peace, is all he'll crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

1 Fish. What, ho, Pilche ! 

2 Fish, Ho ! come, and bring away the nets. 
1 Fish. What Patch-breech, I say ! 

3 Fish, What say you, master ? 

VOL. IX. T 
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1 Fish, Look how thob stirreSt tidW t Come away, 
or I'll fetch thee with a iVannion. 

3 Fkh. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the poof 
men that were cast dway hteifbre us, even how. 

1 Fish. Alai, poor 8ouls> it grieved my heart to heal 
what pitiful cries they mkde to us, to hdj^ them, 
when, well-a-xkyi \iire obuld scarce hdp oiiiMves. 
• 3 Fisk» Nay, iiiaster> said not t as much, when t 
saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled ? thej 
say, they are half fish> half desh : a plague on them, 
they ne'er come, but I look to be washed. Master, 
I marvel how the fishes live in the sea. 

1 Fish. Why as men do a-landj the great ones eat 
-up the little ones : I can compare our rich misers to 
nothing so fitly as to a whale ^ 'i plays anjd tumbles, 
driving tiie poor fry before him, and at last devours 
them all at a mouthful. Such whales have t heard oh 
a' the land, who hever leave gaping, till they've swal- 
lowed the whole parish, chiifch, steeple, bell& and all. 

Per. A jpretty motal. 

3 Fish. But, master, if I had teen the sexloh> I 
would haVe been that day in the belfiy. 

2 Fish. Why, man ? 

3 Fish. Because he should have swallow'd me too : 
i^nd when I had been in his belly, I would have 
|:ept such a jangling of the bells, that he should 
oever have left, till he cast bells, steeple, church, 
^nd parish, up again. But if the good king Si- 
monides were of my mind 

Per. Simonides ? 

3 Fish. We would purge the land of diese drones, 
that rob the bee of her honey. 
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Per. How fitm tfie fitany sdfcject itf the Bdi 
These fishers tell the mfirrtaities of men i 
And from thelr'walry empire re<H>llect 
AH that may tnen approve^ t)r men detect! 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishemAeh. 

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what's that ? if it 
he a day fits you, scratdi it out of Ihe calendar^ and 
no body will look after it. 

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon y6i4r coast— 

2 Pish. What a drunken knave was die sea 5 to cast 
thee in our way ! 

Per. A man whom both the waters kad the wind. 
In that vast tennis-court, hath made th6 ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity himj 
tte asks of you, that never us'd to bteg; 

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? here's theih 
in our cotlntry of tJreece, gets more witt begging, 
than we can do with working. 

2 Fish. Can*st ihon catch any fishes then ? 
Per. I never practis'd it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve sure ; for here't 
nothing to be got now a-dayis, unless thott cah'^Bt fish 
for't. 

Per, Ijyhat I have been, I have forgot to know 5 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on 5 
A man shrunk up with cold : my veins are chill. 
And have no more of life, than may suffice 
To give ray tongue that heat, to ask your help j 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 
For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

I Fish. Die quoth-a ? Now gods forbid! I have a 

T 2 
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gown here; come, put it on ^ keep thee warm. Now, 
afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou shalt go 
home, and we'll have flesh for holidays, fish for 
fasting-days, and moreover puddings and flap-jacks,* 
and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per, I thank you, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you couM 
not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish. But crave ? Then 1*11 turn craver too, and 
so I shall *scape whipping. 

JRer. Why, are all your beggars whipp'd then ? 

2 Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all 5 for if all 
your beggars were whipped, I would wish no better 
oflice, than to be beadle. But, master, I'll go draw up 
the net. lExeunt two of the Fishermen. 

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes theif 
labour ! 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir ! do you 'know where youaie? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish. Why I'll tell you : this is called Pentapolis^ 
and our kmg, the good Simonides. 

Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him? 

I Fish. Ay, sir 5 and he deserves to be sacall'd, for 
his peaceable reign, and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since from his subjects 
He gains the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his court distant from this shore ? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey j and I'll 
tell you, he bath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is 
her birth*day -, and there are princes and knights 

^ ?aneakes> 
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come from all parts of the world, to just and tourney^ 
for her love. 

Per. Did but my fortunes equal my deures, 
il*d wish to make one there. 

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as they toayj and 
what a man cannot get, he may lawflilly deal for 
<^4u8 wife's soul. 

Re-enter tlie Two Fishehnen, drawing up a net. 

2 Fish. Help, master, help^ here's a fish hangs in 
fhe net, like a poor man*s right in the law 3 'twill 
hardly come out. Ha ! bots on't, tis come at last, 
and 'tis tum'd to a rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me see it. 
Thanks, fortime, yet, that after all my crosses. 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself ; 
And, though it was mine own, part of mint he- 
ritage. 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me. 
With this strict charge, (even as he left bis life,) 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a shield 
'Twixt me and death; (and pointed to this brace :)'' 
For tl^at it sax)*d me, keep it ; in like necessity. 
Which gods protect thee from ! it may defend thee* 
It kept where I kispt, I so dearly lov'd it; 
TUl the rough seas, that spare not any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm'd, th^ giv^'t again: 
J thank thee for'tj my shipwreck's now no ill, ' 
Since I have here my father'^ gift by will. 

1 Fish. .What mean you, sir ? 

Per. To beg 6f you, kind friends, this coat of wortl^ 

* To tUt| mock fight. ^ Armour for the arm. 
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Por it was sometime tar^t to a king; 

I knpw it by this mark. He lov*d me daajrlj. 

And for his sake^ I wish the having of it ; 

And that you'd guide me to your sQYereign*^ court, 

Whem with't I may ap|)ear a gentleman 5 

And if that ever my low fortunes betler, 

1*11 pay your bounties ; till then, rest your debtor. 

1 Fiak. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 

Per, 111 show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, do ye take it» and the go^si give thee 
godd on't ! 

Q Fish. Ay, but hark you, my ficiend ; 'twas "WC 
that made up this garment through the rough seams 
of the wat^s : there are certain condolements, certain 
vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remember 
from whence you had it. 

Ptr. Believe't, I will. 
Now, by your furtherance, I am doth'd in steel 5 
And spite of' all the rupture of the sea. 
This jewel holds his biding ^ on my arm 1 
Unto thy value will I mount myself 
Upon a coarser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.-^ 
Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases.^ 

2 Fish. We'll sure provide: thou sh^lt have mj 
best gown to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee to 
the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my. will j 
This day V\\ rise, or else add. ill to ill. . [^Exeunt. 

* Keeping. 9 a kind of loose breeches. 
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. (SCENE n. 

The same. A publick Way, of Platform, leading. to fhe, 
JJsts. A Pavilion by the Shdfi of it, for the. recep*' 
Hon of the King, PHncess, Lor^s, ^c, .'■',' 

* r 

Enter Siikknides^ TuAigA^ Lords, t^nd Attendants. 

Sim. Are the knight^ ready to begin the triumph? 

1 Lord. Hiey are, my lipge 5 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them,* we are ready ^ and our daughter^. 
In honour of Whose birth these triumphs a^^e, 
Sits here, Uke beauty's child, whom nature gat ' 
Fbr men to see, 'and seeing wonder at.. [Exit a Lord. 

Thai. It plegseth you, my father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit*^ le^s. 

Sim, 'Tis fit it should b.e so -, fox princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: * 
As jewels lo§e their glory, if i^eglected. 
So princes their renown, if not respected. 
Tis now your honour, daughter, to explaia 
The labour of e^ch knight, in his device.* " 

Thai. Which, topreserve mine honour, I'll perform. 

Knter a Knight; he passes over the Stage, and his 
Squire presen$s his Shield to the Princess; 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer^ himself? 
Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renpwnfed father 5 
' And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black- ^thiop, reaching at the sun j 

■ /• e. Ecturn them notice. ^ Emblem on a slu^ld« 3 Offer* 
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The word,^ Lux tua vita nUhL 
Sim. He loves you well^ that holds his life of yoa. 

[The second Knight passes^ 
Who is the second, that preheats himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm'd knight, that's conquer*d by a lady : 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Piuper dvlpira que per 
fuer^J [The fhird KpiglU passes. 

Sim. And what*s the third ? 
Thai. The tfiird, of Antioch j 

And his device, a ijirreath of chivalry : 
The word;j Me pompce prorexit apex. 

[The fourth ^ni^ht passes^ 
Sim, What is the fourth ? 

Thai. A burning torch^ that*s turned upside down ; 
The word. Quod me alit, me extingtdt. 
Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and 
will. 
Which can as well inflame, as it can kill. 

\The fifth Knight passes. 
Thai. The flflh, an hand environed with clouds $ 
Holding out gold, that's by the touchstone trie4 : 
The motto thus. Sic spectanda fides. 

[The sijfth Knight passeL 
Sim, And what's the sixth and last^ which the 
knight himself 
With such a gracefiil courtesy deliver'd } 

Thai. He seems a stranger -, but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that's only ^;reen at top 5 
The motto. In hac spe vivo. 

* The motto. 9 /. e* More by sweetness than by force. 
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Sim. A pretty moral j 
Prom the dejected state wherein he is. 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord, He had need mean better than his out« 

ward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend : 
For, by his rusty outside, he appears 
To have practis*d more the whipstock,^ than the lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honour'd triimiph, strangely furnished. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Sim» Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
fiut stay, the knights are comings we*ll withdraw 
Into the gallery. {^Exeunt, 

[Great shouts, and all cry. The mean knight. 

SCENE III. 

The sqme, A Hall of State. -^A Banquet prepared^ . 

Enter Simokides, Thais a. Lords, Knights^ ani 

Attendants. 
Sim. Knights^ 
To say your welcome, were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds^ 
As in a title-page, your worth in arms. 
Were mpre than you expect, or more than*s fit. 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are my guests. 

* Handle of a wliip. 
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Thai. But yoy, my kmght ^d guest; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give. 
And crown you king of this day's happiiiei^« 

Fer. 'Tis n^or^ by fortune^ l«dy, than ipy meri|. 

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours ; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing artists, art hath thus decreed> 
.To make doisi& good, but others to exceed. 
And you're her laboured scholar. Come, queen o*^e 

feast, 
{For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place : 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knights, We are honoured much by good Si- 
monides. 

Sim, Your presence glads oar days j honoor ^ 
love, 
jPor who hates honour, hates the gods above. 

Marsh, Sir, yond*s your place. 

Ter, Some other is more fit 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir; for we are gentlemen. 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes. 
Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per, You are right courteous knights. 

Sim. Sit, sit, sir; sit 

Per, By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughtB, 
These cates resist me,? she not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat 3 
Sure he's a gallant gentleman. 

Sim, He's but 

7 I. f These delicacies go against my stomach. 
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A country g^tlem^]| 

He has 4Qne no more than other knights have donei 

Broken a stafi; or so $ so let it pass. 

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass. 

J*^j?. Yon king*s to me, like to my father's picture. 
Which tells me, in that glory once he was ; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne. 
And he the sun, for them to reverence. 
None that beheld him, but like lesser lights. 
Did vail^ their crowns to his supremacy ; 
Where now his son's a glow-worm in the night. 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light; 
Whereby I see that time's the king of men. 
For he's their parent, and he is their grave. 
And gives theni what he will, not what tliey crave. 

Sim. What, are you merry, knights ? 

1 Knight. Who can be other, in this royal pre- 
sence ? 

Sim. Here, with a cup that's stor'd unto tjie brim, 
(As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips,) 
We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet pause a while ; 
Yon knight, metliinks, doth sit too melancholyi 
As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father ? 

Sim. O, attend, my daughter j 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 

• Lower. 
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Who freely give to every one that comes 

To honour them : and princes^ not doing so. 

Are like to gnats^ which make a sound, but killed 

Are wonder'd at. 

Therefore to make's entrance more sweet, here say. 

We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Ala8,^my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold ; 
He may my proffer take for an offence. 
Since men take women's gifb for impudence. 

Sim. How ! 
JDo as I bid you, or you'll move me else. 

Thai, Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. lAsidi, 

Sim, And further tell him, we desire to know. 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thai, The king my father, sir, has drunk'^o you. 

Per, 1 thank him. 

Thai, Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 

Per, I thank both him and you, and pledge him 
freely. 

Thai, And further he desires to know of you. 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per, A gentleman of Tyre — (my name, Pericles^ 
My education being in arts and arms 3) — 
Who looking for adventures in the world. 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men. 
And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 

Thai, He thanks your grace 3 names himself Ft^ 
ricles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, who only by 
Misfortune of the seas has beea bereft 
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Of ships and itien^ and cast upon this shore 

Sim. Now by the gods, I pity his misfortune^ 
And will awake him from his melancholy. , 

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles. 
And waste the time, which looks for other reveli ^ 
Even in your armours, as you are address*d,9 
Will very well become a soldier's dance. 
I will not have excuse, with saying, this 
Loud rousick is too harsh for ladies' heads ; 
Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 

[The Knights (fanceu 
So, this was well ask'd, 'twas so weU performed. 
Come, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 
And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 
And that their measures ' are as excellent. 

Fer. In those that practise them, theydre, my lord« 
Sim. O, that's as much, as you would be deny*d 

\The Knights and Ladies dance. 
Of your fair courtesy.— Unclasp, unclasp j 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all ^ all have done well. 
But you the best. \To Pericles.] Pages and lights^ 

conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings : Yours, sir« 
We have given order to be next our own. 
Per, I am at your grace's pleasure. 
Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love^ 
for that's the mark I know you level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest j 
To-morrow, all for speeding do their best. [Exeunt, 

» Pre|Nired for combat. ' * Daiic««. 
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SCENE IV. 
Tyre. A Room in the Gov€rnor*s House, 

Enter Helicanus an(f Escanes. 

Hel. No, no, myEscanes^ know this of me)*— « 
Antiochus from incest liy*d not firee } 
For which, the most high gods not minding longer. 
To withhold the vengeance that they ^d in store^ 
Due to this heinous capital offence. 
Even in the height and pride of all his glory. 
When he was seated, and his daughter with him, 
In a chariot c^ inestimable value, 
A fire from heaven came, and shriveFd up 
Their bodies, even to loathing 5 for they so stunk. 
That all those eyes ador*d them,* ere their fall> 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca, 'Twas very strange. 

Hel, And yet but just 5 for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven's shaft, but sin had his reward. 

Esca. 'Tis very true. 

Enter three Lords. 

1 lA)rd, See, not a man in private conference. 
Or council, has respect with him but he. 

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 

3 Lord, And curst be he that will not second it. 

1 Lord, Follow me then : Lord Helicane, a word. 
fl>/. With me? and welcome: Happy day, my lordi. 

* Which ador*d thcmt 
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1 Lord. Know that our griefs art riiteh to tjie top. 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 

HeL Your griefs, for What ? wrong hot the prince 
you love. 

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself then, noble Helicane jr 
Bttt if the pritlce do live, let us salute him. 

Or know what ground's made happy by his ^breath. 
If in the World he live, well steek him out j 
If in his grave he rest, we'll find him there j 
And be resolv'd,^ he lives to govern us. 
Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeralj^ 
And leaves us to our free Section. 

2 Lord, Whose death's indeed, the strongest in our 

censutfe :♦ 
And knowing this kingdom, if without a head^ 
(Like goodly buildings left without a iX)of,) 
Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self. 
That best know'st how to rule, and how to reign. 
We thus submit untX),-^--our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble Helicane ! 

Hel. Try honour's cause, forbear yottr suffragea: 
Jf that you love prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where's hourly trouble for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat you 
To forbear choice i'the absence df your king; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I shall with aged.{>atience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this fove, 
Qo search like noblemen, like noble subjects. 
And in your search spend your adventurous worth ; 

3 Satisfied. 4 Judgment, opinion. 
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Whom if you find, and win i^nto return. 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown* 

1 Lord, To wisdom be*s a fool that will not yield *, 
And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us. 
We with our travels will endeavour it. 

Hel, Then you love us, we you, and we'll dasp 
hands} 
\S^en peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 

lExeimi. 

SCjnSTE V. 

Pentapolis. A Room in the Pataee* 

Enter Simo^ ides, reading a Letter, the Knights meef 

Aim. 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides. 
Sim. Knights, -from my daughter this I let you 

know. 
That for this twelvemonth, she'll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known. 
Which £rom herself by^ no means can I get. 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord F 
Sim. 'Faith, by no means; she hath so strictly tied 

her 
To her chamber, that it is impossible. 
One twelve moons moie she'll wear Diana's livery; 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd. 
And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

3 Knight, Though loath to bid/arQwell, we take our 

leaves. lExevnt. 

Sim. So 
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They're well despatched ; now to my daughter's 

letter : 
She tells me here^ she*ll wed the stranger knight^ 
Or never morie to view nor day nor light. 
'Mistress, 'tis well, your choice agrees with mine ; . 
I like that well : — nay, how absolute $he's^in't. 
Not minding whether I dislike or no ! 
Well, I commend her choice j 
And will no longer have it be delay'd, 
Soft^ here he comes : — ^I must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides ! 

Sim, To you as much, sir! I am beholden to you^ 
For your sweet musick this last night > my eaxs, 
I do protest, w^re never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. Jt is your grape's pleasure to conunend 5 
Not my desert. 

Sim, Sir, you are musick's master. 

Per, The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Sim, Let im^ ask one thing. What do you think, 
sir, of 
My daughter ? 

Per, ■ As of a most virtuous princess. 

Sim, And she is fair too, is she not ? 

Per, As a fair day in summer 5 wond'rous fair. 

Sim, My daughter, sir, thinks very well of you; 
Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master. 
And she'll your scholar be 5 therefore look to it. 

Per, Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster. 

Sim, She thinks not so; peruse this writing els«. 

TOL. IX. U 
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Per. What's here ! 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ? 
•Tis the king's subtilty, to have my life. {^Asidti 

O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord, 
A stranger and distressed gentleman. 
That never aim'd so high, to love your daughter^ 
But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim, Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and tho9 
art 
A villain. 

Per. By the gods, I have not, sir. 
Never did thought of mine levy ofience ; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love, or your di&pleasurCr 

Si?n. Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor I 

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir. 

Per. Even in his throat, (unless it be the king,) 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, 1 do applaud his courage. 

lAside. 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoi^hts. 
That never relish'd of a base descent. 
I came unto your court, for honour's cause^ 
And not to be a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of tne. 
This sword shall prove he's honour's enemy. 

Sim. No ! — 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 

Enter Thais a.. 

Per, Then, as you are as virtuous as fauv 
Rejiolve your angiy father^ if my tongue 
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Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you ? 

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had. 
Who takes offence at that would make me glad ? 

Sim. Yea, mistressj are you so peremptory ? — 
I am glad of it with all my heart. \Aside^ I'll tatn« 

you 5 
I'll bring you in subjection. — 
Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a stranger ? 
(Who, foi: ought I know to the contrary. 
Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) {_Aside4 
Hear therefore, mistress 3- frame your will to mine,— 
And you, sir, hear you. — ^Either be rul'd by me. 
Or I will make you — man and wife.— 
IsTay, come; your hands and lips must seal it too.— > 
And being join'd, I'll thus your hopes destroy j*— 
And for a further grief, — God give you joy ! 
What, are you both pleas'd ? 

Thai. Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 

Sim. What> are you both agreed ? 

Bqfh^ Yes, 'please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, I'll see you wed ) 

Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. 

rExevnf, 
ACT III. 

Enter Gow£R« 

* 

Gow. :^{ow sleep yslaked ^ hath the rout } 
No din but snores, the house about^ 

5 QuenchecU 
V 2 
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Made louder by the o*er-fed breast 
Of this moft pompous marriage-feast. 
The cat^ with eyne of burning coal. 
Now coucbet 'fore the mouse's hole ; 
And crickets sing at th* oven's mouth. 
As the blither for their drouth. 
H3rmen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where> by the loss of maidenhead, 
A babe is moulded ;*-«Be attent. 
And time that is so briefly spent. 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche ;^ 
What's dumb in show, I'll plain with speech* 

Dumb show. 

Enter P£RICL£S and Simokides at one door, vntk 
Attendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and 
gives Pericles a letter. Pericles shows it to 
SiMONlDEs; the Lords kneel to the former. Then 
enter Thaisa xviih child, and Lychorida. 
Simokides shows his daughter the letter; she re* 
joices: she and Pericles take leave of ker father, 
and depart. Then Simokides, SfC. retire. 

Goto. By many a deam'' and painfid perch* 
Of Pericles the careful search 
By the four opposing coignes^^ 
Which the world together joins. 
Is made, with all due diligence. 
That horse, and sail, and high expence. 
Can stead the quest.' At last from lyre 
(Fame answering the most strong inquire,) 

^ Eke out. 7 Lonely. s A measure. 9 Comers* 
' Helpy or assist the search. 



PRINCE OF TYRE. tSl 

To the coust of king Simonides 

Are letters braught $ the tenour these : 

Antiochus and his daughter's dead ; 

The men of Tyros, on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, bat he will none : 

The mutiny diere he hastes t'appease 5 

Says to them, if king Fraicles 

Come not, in twice six moons, home^ 

He obedient to their doom. 

Will take the crown. The sum of this^ 

Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y'laviahed the regions round. 

And every ohe with claps 'gan sound. 

Our heir a^armt is a kmg : 

Who dreamed, who thought of such a thing ? 

Brief, he ipost hence depart to Tjxg : 

Hisx^ueen, with child, makes iier .desire 

(Which who shall cross ?) aloag to go 5 

(OcGut we all their dole and woe ;) 

Lychorida, her nurse, she -takes. 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 

On Neptune's billow -, half the flood 

Halih their Jseel cut 5 hut fortune's mood* 

Varies again ; the grizzled nosth 

Pisgorges such b tempest forth. 

That, as a duck for life that dives^ 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 

The lady shrieks, and, well.a-near!^ 

Poth fall in travail with iier fear : 

* DispositiiMi. 
9 AnexcJaautioQ e^vaUnt f wtlUa-day. 
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And what ensues in this fell storm. 

Shall, for itself, itself perform. 

I nilH relate J action may 

Conveniently the rest convey : 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost prince appears to speak. [Exit, 

SCENE I. 

Enter P£iiiCL£s, on a ship at sea. 

Per, Thou God of this great vast,^ rebuke these 
surges. 
Which wash both heaven and hell; and thou, that 

hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass. 
Having caird them from the deep ! O still thy deaf- 
ening. 
Thy dreadful thunders; gently quench thy nimble. 
Sulphureous flashes !— O how, Lychorida, 
How does my queen ?^ — ^Thou storm, thou ! veno« 

mously^ 
Wilt thou spit all thyself ? — The seaman's whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death. 
Unheard. — ^Lychorida ! — Lucina,' O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity * 
Aboard our dancing boat ; make swifl t^ie pangs 
Of my queen's travails ! — ^Now, Lychorida * 

^ I shall not. ' This wide expanse. 6 Maliciously* 

7 The goddess of (jhild-bearing/ 
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Enter Lychorida, with an infant. 

Lye, Here is 9 thing 
Too young for such a place, who if it had 
Conceit^ would die as I am like to do. 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen. 

Per. How ! how, Lychorida ! 

ILyc, Patience, good sir 5 do not assist the storm. 
Here's all that is left living of your queen, — 
A little dau^ter 3 for the sake of it. 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Ter, O you gods J 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts. 
And snatch them straight away? We, here below. 
Recall pot what we give, and therein may 
Vie hppour^ with yourselves. 

Lye, Patience, good sir. 

Even for this charge. 

Per, Now, mild may be thy life ! 

For a more blust'rous birth had never babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! 
For thou'rt the rudeliest welcomed to this world. 
That e*er was prince's child. Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding' a nativity. 
As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make. 
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first. 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit,* 
With all thou canst find here. — Now the good gods 
Throw' their best eyes upon it ! 

■ Thought. 9 Contend with you in honour. * As noisy a one. 
* Than thy entrance into life can requite. 
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Enter trco Sailors. 

1 Sail. Wblt courage, sir ? God save you. 

Per, Courage enough : I do not fear the flawj^ 
It hath done to 'me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer, 
I would, it would be quiet. 

1 Sail. Slack the bolins^ there ^ thou wilt not, wilf 
thou ? Blow, and split thyself. 

2 Sail, But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy 
billow kiss the moon, I care not. 

1 Sail, Sir, your queen must overboard 5 the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the 
ship be cleared of the dead. 

Per, That's your superstition. 

1 Sail, Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it still hath 
been observed ; and we are strong in earnest. Inere- 
fore briefly yield her j for she must overboard straight. 

Per, Be it as you think meet. — ^Most wretched 
queen ! 

Lye, Here she lies, sir. 

Per, A terribly child-bed hast thou had, my dear, 
No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly j nor have I time 
To give thee hallow'd to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast tliee, scarcely co^'d, in the ooze; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones. 
And aye-remaining 5 lamps, the belching whale. 
And humming water must o'erwhelm thy corpse. 
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink, apd paper^ 

3 Blast. 4 Bovfiiftesf ropes of the sails, s £yer*1^urning* 
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My casket and tny jewels 5 and bid Nicander 
Bring me the s^ttki cofSer : lay the babe 
Upon the pillow j hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

lExit Lychorida. 

2 Sail, Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
paulk'd and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is this ? 

2 SaiL We are near Tharsus. 
< Per. Thither, gentle mariner. 
Alter thy course for Tyre. Wheto canst thou reach it ? 

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O riiake for Tharsus. 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there I'll leave it 
At careful nursing. €ro thy ways, good mariner j 
I'll bring the body presently. lExemt^ 

SCENE II. 

Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's Hoitse. 

l^nter Cerimon, a Servant, and some persons xvho 

have been shipwrecked* 

Cer. Philemon, ho ! 

Ewfer Philemon. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 

Cer, Get fire and meat for these poor men 5 
It has been a turbulent and stormy night. 
. Serv. 1 have been in naany j but such a night as thi^ 
Till now I ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return; 
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There's nothing can be minlster'd to natore. 
That can recover him. Give this to the 'pothecaiy. 
And tell me how it works. \To Philemon* 

\¥^eunt Pi|iL£MON^ Servant, and those XDho hoi 
been shipwrecked. 

» 

Enter Two Gentlemen. 

i Ge7ttf Good morrowj sir. 

2 Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. 
Cer. Gentleme^, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

1 Gait. Sir, 

Our lodgings^ standing bleak upon the sea. 
Shook, as the earth did quake ; 
The very principals^ did seem to rend. 
And all to topple ; ' pure surpri^se and fe^ 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so early > 
*Tis not our husbandry.* 

Cer. O, you say well. 

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship^ 
having 
Rich tire^ about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 
it is most strange. 

Nature should be so convers^t with pain. 
Being thereto not compelled. 

Cer. I held it ever. 

Virtue and cunning* were endowments greater 

4 Tht frincjpah are the strongest rafters in the roof of a building* 

^ Tumble* ^ /. g. Economical prudence, early risingt 

9 Attire. * Knowledge* 
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Tha^ nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend j 
But immprtality attends the former^ 
Making a man a god. 'Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physick^ through which secret art. 
By turning o'er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made fanjili^i: 
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones j 
And I can speak of the disturbances 
That jiature works, and of her cures 5 which give mQ 
A more content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags. 
To please the fool and death. 
j2 Gent. Your honopr has through Ephesus pour'd 
forth 
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor'd 2 
And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall neve r ■ 

Enter Two Servants with a chesty 

Sen\ So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that ? 

Serv, Sir, even now 

pid the sea toss upon our shore this chest j . 
Tis of some wreck. 

Ca-. Set *t down, let's look on it. 

2 Qent. Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, Whate'er it he^ 
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Tis wondrous, heavy. Wrench it open straight; 
If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with gold. 
It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. 

2 Gent. *Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close 'tis cavdk'd and bitum -d !-^ 
Did the sea cast it up ? 

Sen\ 1 never saw so huge a billow, sir^ 
As toss'd it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it <^n; 

Soft, soft ! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

2 Gent, A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril; so,— up with it. 
O you most potent god ! what's here ? a coiee ! 

1 Gent. Most strange ! 

Cer. Shrouded in c^oth of state ; balm*d and to** 
treasured 
With bags of spices full ! A passport too ! 
Apollo, perfect me i'the characters ! 

[Ufifolds a 9cr6(U 

Here I give to understand^ [ fle yb^ 

(Xf e'er this coffin drive a^land,) 

J, king Pericles^ have lost 

This queen, worth all our mundane* cost^ 

Whojinds her, give her burying. 

She was the daughter of a king : 

Besides this treasure for a Jee, 

The gods requite his charity I 

If thou liv'^t, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That even cracks for woe !-— This chanc'd to-^ny^t 

*'WoildJy. 
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2 Gent, Most likely^ sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 

For look, howfresh she looks ! — ^They were too roughs 
That threw her in the sea. Make fire within j 
Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours^ 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The overpressed spirits. I have heard 
Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead, 
"By good appliance was recovered. 

Enter a Servant, tdth boxes, napkins^ andjire^ 

Well said, well said 5 the fire and the cloths.— 

The rough and woful musick that we have. 

Cause it to sound, *beseech you. 

The vial once more j — How thou stirr'st, thou block ?-— 

The musick there. — I pray you, give her air :— 

Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth 

Breathes out of her 5 she hath not been entranced 

Above five hours. See, how she *glns to blow 

Into life's flower again ! 

1 Gent^ The heavens, sir. 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 
your fame for ever. 

Cer, She is alive 5 behold. 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pfericles hath lost, 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold j 
The diamonds of a most praised water 
Appear, to make the world twice rich. O live. 
And make ua weep to hear your fate, fair creature. 
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Rare as 70U seem to be \ [She moves. 

Thai, O dear Diana^ 

Where am I ? Where's my lord ? What world is this ? 

2 Gent. Is not this strange ? 

1 Gent. . Most rare. 

Cer, Hush^ gentle neighbours j 

Lend me your hands : to the next chamber bear her^ 
Get linen 5 now this matter must be look*d to. 
For her relat)se is mortal. Come, come, come ; 
And ^sculapius guide us ! 

[Exeunt carrying Thaisa awap 

SCENE IIL 

Tharsus. A Room in Cleon*s House. 

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, LvcHORiDiii 

ancIMARIKA* 

Fer. Most honoured Cleon, I must needs be gone j 
My twelve months are expir'd, and Tyrus stands 
Ih a litigious peace. You, and your lady, * 
Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they Lurt you 
mortally. 
Yet glance full wand*ringly on us, 

Dion. O your- sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleased you had brought her 

hither. 
To have bless*d mine eyes ! 

Fer. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
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Must be as 'tis^ My babe Marina (whom 
For she was born at sea^ I have nani*d so) here 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Manner'd as she is born. 

€le. Fear not, my lord : 

Your grace,' that fed my country witli your corn, 
(For which the people's prayers still fall upon you,) 
Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body,* 
By you relieved, would force me to my duty : 
But if to that my nature need a spur. 
The gods revenge it upon me and mine. 
To the end of generation ! 

Per, I believe you ; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit. 
Without your vows. Till she be married, madam. 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
Unscissar*d shall this hair of mine remain. 
Though I show will^ in*t. So I take my leave. 
Good noadam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. 1 have one myself. 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect. 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per. ' Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We'll bring your grace even to the edge o'th* 
shore ; 
Then give you up to the mask'd Neptune,^ and 

3 Favour. ♦ The common people. 

5 Appear wilful, perverse by such conduct. 

^ Insidious waves that wear a treacherous smile. 
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The gentlest \dnds of heaven« 

Per. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come^ dear'st madam. — O^ no tear^j 
Lychorida, nd tears : 

Look to your little mistress^ on whoie grace 
You may depend hereafter. — Come^ my lord. 

lExeuuK 

SCENE IV. 
EphesUs. A Room in Cerimaii*s Hov9e» 

Enter Cebimon andTuAiSA* 

Cer. Madam> this letter^ and some certain jewels^ 
Lay with you in your cofier : which are now 
At your conmiand. Know you the character? 

Thai. It is my lord's. 
That I was shipped at sea^ I well remember. 
Even on my yearning'' time 5 but whether thei0 
Delivered or no, by the holy gods^ 
t cannot rightly say: But since king Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne*er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to. 
And never more have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you spealc^ 
Diana's temple is not distant far. 
Where you may *bide until your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that* a all ; 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. 

[Exeunt* 

7 Oroaiiing. 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 

Goto, Imagine Pericles at Tyre, 
Welcom'd to his own desire. • 
His woful queen leave at Ephess, 
To Dian there a votaress. 
Now to Marina bend your mind. 
Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train*d 
In musick, letters ; who hath gain*d 
Of education all the grace. 
Which makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But alack ! 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown. 
Even ripe for marriage fight 3 this maid 
Plight^ Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 
Be't when she weav'd the sleided^ silk 
With fingers, long, small, white as milk ; 
Or when she would with sharp neeld ' wound 
The cambrick, which she made more sound 
By hurting it 5 or when, to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 

8 Called. 9 Untwisted. * Needle. 

VOL. IX. X 
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That still records* with moan ; or whea 
She would with rich and constant pea 
Vail to her mistress Dian j still 
This Philoten contends in skill . 
With absolute^ Marina : so 
With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises^ which are paid as debts. 
And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, • 
That Cleon's wife, with envy rare, 
A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina^ that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this- slaughter. 
^ The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse^ is dead ; 
And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant ^ instrument of wrath ' 
Prest^ for this blow. The unborn event 
I do commend to your content : 
Only I ca^ry winged time 
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme j 
Which never could I so convey. 
Unless your thoughts went on my way,— • 
Dionyza does appear. 
With Leonine, a murderer. {EnL 



* Siiigi. 3 Accomplished, perfect. 4 Prepared, s Rca4* 



Scene h PRINCE OF TYRE. St9S 

SCENE !• 

Tharsus. An open Place near the Sea'Shore. / 

Enter Dionyza and Leoi^ine. 

Di<m» Thy oath remember 5 thou hast sworn to do 
it : 
•Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i*the world so soon. 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience. 
Which is but cold, inflame love in thy bosom. 
Inflame too nicely j nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off^, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon, I'll do't; but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here 
Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death. 
Thou art resolv'd? 

Leon, I am resolv'd. 

Enter Marina, with a Basket of Flowers, 

Mar, No, no, I will rob Tellus ^ of her weed. 
To strew thy green with flowers : the yellows, blues^ 
The purple violets, and marigolds. 
Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave. 
While summer days do last. Ah me! poor maid^ 
Born in a tempest, when my mother died. 
This world to me is like a lasting storm. 
Whirring me from my friends. 

6 The earth. 
x2 
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Dim. How now, Marina ! why do you keep alone! 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord! how your favour's 7 chang'd 
With tliis unprofitable woe ! Come, comej 
Give me your wreath of flowers. Ere the sea ipar it, 
Walk forth with Leonine j^ the air is quick there. 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Comej— 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

3Iar. No, I pray you -, 
I'll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come) comei^ 

I love the king your father, and yourself. 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted. 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta*ea 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you. 
Walk, and be cheerful once again j reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The ejrfes of young and old. Care not for me> 
I can go home alone. 

Ma7\ Well, I will ga; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come,, come, I know 'tis good for yott. 
Walk half an hour. Leonine, at the least j 
Remember what I have said. 

J^on. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion, I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a wluki 

7 Countenance, look. 
* /. e» Ere the sea by the conuAg ia of the tide mar joiir waU^ 
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Pray you walk sofily, do not heat your blood : 
What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar, Thanks^ sweet madam.— 

[Exit DibN^zA. 
Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon, South-west. 

Mar. When I was born^ the wind was n.orth. 

Leon. Was't so ? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear. 
But cry*^> S^^d seamen ! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes ; 
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder-tackle 
Wash*d off ja canvas-climber:^ Ha ! says one. 
Wilt out? and, with a dropping industry. 
They skip from stem to stern : the boatswain whistles^ 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon. And when was this ? 

Mar. It was when I was born : 

Never was waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar. , ' What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it ; Pray 5 but be not tedious. 
For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why, will you kill me ? 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me kill'd ? 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 
I neyer did her hurt in all my life ^ 

9 A ship-boy. 
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I never spake bad word^ nor did iU turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la> 
I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 
I trod upon a worm against my will. 
But I wept for it. How have I offended. 
Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger ? 

Leon, My commission 

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do't for all the worlds I hope. 
You are well-favour'd, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately. 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought: 
Good sooth, it show'd well in you ; do so now : 
Your lady seeks my life : come you between. 
And save poor me, the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirates, tvhilst Marina is stntggling. 

1 Pirate, Hold, villain ! [Leonine runs away. 

2 Fir ate. A prize ! a prize ! 

3 Pirate. Half-part^ mates, half-part. Come, let's 
have her aboard suddenly. 

[Exeunt Y\t2.\&s with Marina. 

SCENE 11. 
The same, 

I 

Jie-e«Yer LeoninIz. 

Leon These roving thieves serve the great pirate 
Valdes 5 
And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go : 
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There's no hope she'll return. 1*11 swear she's 

dead> 
And thrown into the sea. — ^But I'll see further; 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her. 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain^ 
Whom they have ravish'd, must by me be slain, 

lExit. 

SCENE UI. 
Mitylene. A Room in a Brothel. 

Enter Pander^ Bawd^ and Boult, 

Pond. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Pand. Search the market narrowly j Mitylene is 
foil of gallants. We lost too much money this mart, 
by being too wenchless. 

Bawd, We were never so much out of creatures* 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than they can do^ and with continual action ar« 
even as good as rotten. 

Pand, Therefore lefs have fresh ones, whate'er we 
pay for them. If there be not a conscience to be us'd 
in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou say'st true : 'tis not the bringing up 
of poor bastards, as I think I have brought up soms 
eleven 

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought thein down 
again. But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd, What else, man? The stuff we have, a 
strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully 
todden. 
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Fand. Thou say*st true 5 they are too unwhole- 
some o'conscience. The poor Transilvaniaa is dead, 
that lay with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly poop'd him 5 she made him 
roast-meat for worms : — but I'll go search the market 

lExit BouLT, 

Pand, Three or four thousand chequins were as 
pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you ? ' is it a 
shame to get when we are old ? 

Pand. O, our credit comes not in like the conuno- 
dity; nor the commodity wages not with the danger j 
therefore, if in our youths we could pick up some 
pretty estate, 'twere not amiss to keep our door 
hatch'd.' Besides, the sore terms "^e stand upon with 
the gods, will be strong with us for giving over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we! ay, and better tooj we 
offend worse. Neither is our profession any trade 3 ifs 
no calling : — ^but here comes Boult. 

Enter the Pirates, andBouLT, dragging in Marina. 

Botilt. Come your ways, ITo Marina.] — Mj 
masters, you say she's a virgin ? 

1 Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult, Master, I have gone thorough* for this piece, 
you see : if you like h^r, so 3 if not, I have lost my 
earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks weU, and hai 

■ /. (• Half open. * Bid a high price for her* 
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excellent good clothes 5. there's no further necessity 
of qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd, What's h^r price, Boult ? 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand 
pieces. , 

rand. Well, follow me, my masters j you shsiU 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in; 
instruct her what she has to dp^ that she may not be 
raw in her enteilainment. 

\_Exeunt Pander and Pirates, 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her -, the co- 
iour of her hair, complexion, height, age, -with war- 
rant of her virginity 5 and cry. He that will give most, 
^kall have her Jirst. Such a maidenhead were no 
cheap thing, if men were as they have been. Get 
this done as I command you. 

Botdt. Performance shall follow. [£x// Boult, 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 
(He should have struck, not spoke ;) or that these 

pirates, 
(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thrown me, to seek my mother ! 

Baited. Why lament you, pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are lit into my hands, where you are 
like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault. 
To 'scape his hands, where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 
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Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentlemen 
of all fashions. You shall lare well ; you shall hav« 
the difference of all complexions* What ! do you 
ttop your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me be^ an I be not 
t woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd, Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, you are a 
young foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would 
have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by men, 
then men must comfort you, men must feed you, men 
must stir you up. — ^Boult's returned. 

Enter Boult^ 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market? 

Boidt. 1 have cried her almost to the number of 
• her hairs j I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou find 
the inclination of the people, especially of the yoimger 
sort ? 

Boult. 'Faith, they listened to me, as they would 
have hearkened to their father's testament. There 
was a Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went to 
bed to her very description. 

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow with his 
best ruff on. 

BoiUt. To night, tp night. But, mistress, do you 
know the French knight that cowers^ i'the hams ? 

3 Bends. 
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Bawd, Who ? Monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the pro-» 
clamatiouj but he made a groan at it^ and swore 
he would see her to-morrow. 

Batod, Well, well 5 as for him, he brought his 
disease hither : here he does but repair it. I know> 
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in 
the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller^ 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither awhile. You have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark mej you must 
geem to do that fearfully, which you commit wil-' 
lingly^ to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your 
lovers: Seldom, but that pity begets you a good 
opinion, . and that opinion a mere ^ profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult, O, take her home, mistress, take her home: 
these blushes of her's must be quenched with some 
present practice. 

Bawd, Thou say'st true, i'faith, so they must : for 
your bride goes to that with shame, which is her way 
to go with warrant. 

Boult, 'Faith some do, and some do not. But, 
mistress, if I have bargained for the joint. 

Bawd, Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult, I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come young one, I 
like the manner of your ganuents well. 

4 An absolute, a certain profitt 
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Boult, Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed 
yet. 

Bawd, Boult, spend thou that in the town : report 
what a sojourner we have j you'll lose nothing by cus* 
^om. When nature framed this piece, she meant thee 
a good turn 5 therefore say what a paragon she is, and 
^hou hast the harvest out of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder ^hall not 
80 awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her beauty 
stir up tlie lewdly-inclined. J'll bring home some to» 
pight. 

Baud, Come your ways j follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep. 
Untied 1 still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose! 

Paxcd, What have we to do with' Diana? Pray 
you, will you go with us ? [^Exeunt, ' 

SCENE rv. 

Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's House, 

Enter Cleon and Dion yza. 

Dion, Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone? 

C/e. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er looked upon ! 

Dion, I think 

You'll turn a child again. 

Cle, Were I chief lord of all the spacious worldj, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O lady,' 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a prinpess 
To equal any single crown o'the eartli, 
I' the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine^, 
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Whom thou hast poison'd too ! 
If thou hadst drunk to him^ it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat :' what canst thou say. 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion, That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates^^ 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died by night j 1*11 say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you play the impious innocent,^ 
And for an honest attribute, cry out. 
She died by foul play. 

Cle. O, go to. Well, well. 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the godg 
Do like this worst. 

Dion, Be one of those, that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence. 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are. 
And of how cow'd a spirit. ♦ 

Cle. To such proceedinj • 

Who ever but his approbation added. 
Though. not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
From honourable courses. 

Dion. Be it so then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead. 
Nor none can know. Leonine being gone. 
She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : None would look on heo 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face 5 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,' 

i i. e. Of a piece with the rest of thy exploit. 

* An innocent was formerly a common appellation for an idiot* 

7 A coarse wench, not worth a good morrow. 
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Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough"; 
And though. you call my course unnatural. 
You not your child well loving, yet I find. 
It greets me, as an enterprize of kindness, 
Perform*d to your sole * daughter. 

Cle, Heavens forg;ive it! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 
What should he say ? We wept after her hearse. 
And even yet we mourn: her monument 
Is almost finished, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expence *tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy. 

Which, to betray, doth wear an angel's face. 
Seize with an eagle's talons, 

Dion, You are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies; 
But yet I know you'll do as I advise. ^Exeunt, 

Enter Gower, before the Monument of Marina at 

Tharsus. 

Gow, Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short ; 
Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for't> 
Making,^ (to take your imagination,) 
From bourn to bourn,' region to region. 
By you being pardon'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language, in each several clime. 
Where our scenes seem t« live. I do beseech you. 
To learn of me, who stand i'the gaps to teach you 

* Only. 9 Travelling. > From one boundary to another^ 
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The stages of our stoiy. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward sea9« 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 
To 9ee his daughter, all his life's delight. 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc*d in time to great and high estate. 
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, have 

brought 
This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought; 
So^with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,) 
To fetch his daughter home, who £rst is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile ; 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. , 

Dumb show. 

Enter at one door, Pericles mth hisTrain; Cleok 
andDio'SYZAattheother. Cleow^Aow^ Pericles ^ 
the tomb of Marina -y whereat Pericles makes 
lamentation, puts on Sackcloth, and in a mighty 
passion departs. Then Cleok and Dionyza retire. 

Gow. See how belief may suffer by foul show! 
This borrowed passion stands for true old woe; 
And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd. 
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o'er- 

8how'r*d, 
Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs ; 
He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel* tears, 

* His body. 
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And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit^ 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Dionyza. 

{^Reads the inseriptian on Marina's M<h 
nument. 
The fairest, sweefst, and best, lies here. 
Who withered in her spring of year. 
She was of Tyrus, the king's daughter. 
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter; 
Marina was she called; and at her birth, 
Thetis, ^rbeing proud, swallow' d some part o* the earth; 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o'erjl&w'di 
Hath Thetis birth*child on the heavens bestmv'd: 
Wherefore she does, (and swears she'll never stint, Y 
Make raging battery upon shores of flint. 
No visor does become black villainy. 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 
Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead^ 
And bear his courses to be ordered 
By lady Fortune; while our scenes display 
His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day. 
In her unholy service. Patience then. 
And think you iiow are all in Mitylen. [EwV. 

SCENE V. 

Mitylene. A Street before the Brothel. 
Enter, from the Brothel, Two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent, Did you ever hear the like ? 

2 Gent, No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
tius, she being once gone. 

3 To know. 4Th€8fai. sNercr cease. 
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1 Gent. But to have divinity preached there ! did 
you ever dream of such a thing ? 

2 Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
houses : shall we go hear the vestals sing ? 

1 Getit. I'll do -any thing now that is virtuous ; 
but I am out of the road of rutting, for ever. 

{^Exeunt. 
SCENE VI. 

The same. A Room in the Brothel. 

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pond. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of 
her, she had ne'er come here. 

Bawd. Fye, fye upon her; she is able to freeze the 
god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. -We must 
either get her ravished, or be rid of her. When she 
should do for clients her fitment, and do me the 
kindness of pur profession, she has me her quirks, her 
reasons, her master- reasons, her prayers, her knees; 
that she would make a puritan of the devil, if he should 
cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult, 'Faith, I must ravish her, or shell disfur- 
nish us of all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers 
priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for 
me!. 

Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid on't, but by 
the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysima- 
chus, disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if tlie 
peevish baggage would but give way to customers. 

VOL. IX. Y 
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Enter Lysimachus^ 

Lys. How now? How ^ a dozen of virginities? 

^awd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour ! 

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lys. You may so 5 'tig the better for you that yont 
resorters stand upon sound legs. How now, whole- 
some iniquity ? Have 3rou that a man may deal withal, 
and defy the surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would— -^ut 
there never came her like in Mitylene. 

Lys, If she*d do the deeds of darkness, thouwould*st 
say. , 

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say, well 
enough. 

Lys. Well 5 call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and nsd, 70a 
shall see a rose ^ and she were a rose indeed, if sh« 
had but — — 

Lys, What, pr'jrthee ? 

Bovlt, O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no 
less than it gives a good report to a number to be 
chaste. 

Enter Marina* 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk ) 
-^never plucked yet, I can assure you. Is she not « 
fair creature ? 

Lys. 'Faith, she would servQ after a long voyage 
at sea. Well, there's for you 5 — cleave us. 

♦ How much ? what price ? 
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Bawd, I beseech your honour^ ^ve me leave : a 

word^ and 1*11 have done presently. , 

Lys, I beseech you^ do. 

Bawd. First I would have you note> this is 
an honourable man. 

[To Mahina^ whom she takes aside ^ 

Mar. I desire to £nd him so^ that I may worthily 
Dot^him. 

Bawd, Next, he's the governor of this country, and 
a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar, If he govern the country, you are bound to 
him indeed $ but how honourable he is in that, I know 
not. 

Bawd, 'Yx2cy you, without any more virginal fencing, 
will you use him kindly ? He wiU line your apron 
with gold. 

Mar, What he will do graciously, I will thankfully 
receive. 

Lys, Have you done ? 

Bawd, My lord, she*s not paced yet 5 you must 
take some pains to work her to your manage. Come, 
we will leave his honour and her together. 

[Ea:ei/»^ Bawd, Pander, and'Rovi.T. 

lys, Gro thy ways. — Now, pretty one, how long 
have you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir ? 

lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please 
you to name it. 

hys. How long have you been of this profession ? 

^or. Ever since I can remember. 
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Ia/s. Did you go to it so young ? Were you a 
gamester ^ at five, or at seven ? 

Mar, Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims you 
to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of 
such resort, and will come into it ? I hear say, you 
are of honourable parts, and are the governor of this 
place. 

Li/s. Why, hath your principal made known unto 
you who I am ) 

Mar, Who is my principal ? 

Li/s. Why, your herb -woman; she that sets seeds 
and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard 
something of my power, and so stand aloof for more 
" serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, 
my authority shall not see thee, or else, look friendly 
upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place. 
Come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lys, How's this ? how's this ?— Some more 5— be 
•age. 

Mar. For me. 
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortime 
Hath plac'd me here within this loathsome stie. 
Where, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physick, — O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow*d place. 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 

7 A wanton. 
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That flies i*the purer air ! 

' Lys. I did not think 

Thou could*st have spoke so well; ue*er dream'd 

thou could* St. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind^ 
Thy speech had altered it. Hold, here's gold for thee : 
Pers6ver still in that clear way thou goest. 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. The gods preserve you ! 

Ia/s. For me, be 3rou thoughten 

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.-— 
Hold 5 here's more gold for thee.^— 
A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 
That robs thee of thy goodniess ! If thou hear'st from 

me. 
It shall be for thy good. 

\^As LvsiMACnus, is putting vp his Purse f 
BouLT enters, 

Boult. I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lj/s. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper ! Your house^ 
But for this virgin that doth prop it up. 
Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away ! 

lExit Lysimachus. 

Boult. How's this ? We must take another course 
with yfJu. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under the 
cope,^ shall undo a whole household, let me b^ 
gelded like a spaniel. Come your ways. 

* Cope or canopy of heaven. 
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Mar, Whither would you hare me ? 

Boult» I must have your maidenhead taken off, or 
the common hangman shall execute it. Come your 
way. We'll ha^e no more gentlemen driven away« 
Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd, How now ! what's the matter ? 

Boidt, Worse and worse, mistress 5 she has here 
qioken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd, O abominable ! 

Boult, She makes om* profession as it were to sdnk 
afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Bottlt. The nobleman would have dealt with her* 
like a • nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a 
snowball ; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd, Boult, take her away } use her at thy plea- 
sure : crack the glass of her virginity, and make the 
rest malleable. 

Boult, An if she were a thornie;* piece of ground 
than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark,' hark, you gods ! 

Bawd, She conjures : away with her. Would she 
had never come within my doors ! Marry hang you ! 
She's born to undo us. Will you not go the way of 
women-kind ? Marry come up, my dish of chastity 
with rosemary and bays ! [£a»/ Bawd. 

Boult, Come, mistress) come youj" way with me. 

Mar, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold s© 
dear. 

Mar. Pr'ythee tell me one thing first. 



\ 
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BoijiU, Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ? 

Boult. Why, I^could wish him to be my master, 
or rather, my mistress. 

Mar, Neither of these are yet so bad as thou arb 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou hold*st a place, for which the pained'st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou'rt the damn*d door-keeper to every coystrel^ 
That hither comes enquiring for his tib 3 
To the cholerick fisting of each rogue thy ear 
Is liable 5 thy very food is such 
As hath been belch*d on by infected lungs. 

Boult, What would you have me ? go to the wart« 
would you ? where a man may serve seven years for 
the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the 
end to buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar, Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth 5 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 
Any of these ways are better yet than this : i 

For that which thou professest, a baboon. 
Could he but speak, would own a name too dear. 

that the gods would safely from this place 
Deliver me ! Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me. 
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance. 
With other .virtues, which I'll keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 

1 doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

9 Paltry fellow. 
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Boult, But can you teach all this you speak of? 

Man Prove that I cannot, take me home again. 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boit/f. Well, I will see what I can do for thee : if 
I can place thee, I wilh 

Mar, But, amongst honest women ? 

Boult. * Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them- But since my master and mistress have bought 
you, there's no going but by their consent; therefore 
I will make them acquainted with your purpose, and 
I doubt not but I shall find them tractable enough. 
Come, I'll do for thee what I can ) come your ways, 

[^Exeunt, 
ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow, Marina thus the brothel scapes^ and 
chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays : 
Deep clerks'^ she dumbs; and with her neeldi 

composes 
Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or 

berry; 
That even her ait sisters the natural roses : 
Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry : 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race. 
Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place ; 
And to her father, turn our thoughts again, 

9 Learned men. ' Needle* 



Sccme I. PRINCE OF TyRE. 317 

Where we left him, on the sea. We there him 

lost ; 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv*d 
Here where his daughter dwells; and on this 

coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd 
Grod Neptune's annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies. 
His. banners sable, trimm'd with rich expence j 
And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 
In your supposing once more put your sight ; 
Of heavy Pericles think this the bark ; 
Where, what is done in action, more, if might. 
Shall be discover*d j please you, sit, and hark. 

SCENE I. 

On board Pericles' Ship, o^Mitylene. A close Pa-^ 
vilion on deck, with a Curtain before it; Peiiicles 
within it, reclined on a Couch, A Barge lying beside 
the Tyrian Vessel. 

Enter Two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian Vessel, 
the other to the Barge; to them Helicanus, 

Tyr, Sail, Where's the lord Helicanus? he can re- 
solve you, [!/'o the Sailor of Mitylene. 

O here he is. 

Sir, there's a barge put off from Mitylene. 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What is you will ? 

Hcl, That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 

Tyr, Sail, Ho, gentlemen! my lord calls. 
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Enter Two Gentiemen. 

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ? 
HeL Gentlemen, 
There is some of worth would' come aboard; I pray 

you. 
To greet them fairly. 

[The Gentlemen and the T(wo Sailors descend, and 
go on board the Barge. 

Enter, from thence Lysimachus and Lords; the 
Tyrian Gentlemen^ and the Two Sailors, 

Tyr.SttU. Sir, 
This is the man that can^ in aught you would^ 
Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve you ! 

HeL And you. Sir, to out-live the age I am^ 
And die as I would do. 

Jjfs, You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us^ 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

HeL First> sir, what is your place ? 

Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before. 

Hel. Sir, 
.Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king 5 
A man, who for this three months hath not spokes 
To any one, nor taken sustenance^ 
But to prorogue* his grief. 

Ly«. Upon what ground is his distemperatoret 

Ud. Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat >. 

• To lengthen or prolong his grief. 
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iut the main grief of all springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter and a wife, 

Lys, May we not see him, then ? 

HcL You may indeed, sir. 

But bootless is your sight} he will not speak 
To any. 

Li/s, Yet, let me obtain my wish. 

Hel, Behold him, sir : [Peetcles dkcovcred,! 
this was a goodly person. 
Till the disaster, that, one mortal^ night, 
Drove him to this. 

Lys, Sir, king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! Hail, . 
Hail, royal sir ! 

Hd. It is in vain -, he will not speak to you. 

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst 
wager. 
Would win some words of him. 

Li/6\ 'Tis well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would allure. 
And make a battery through his deafen*d parts,^ 
Which now are midway stopp'd : 
She, all as happy as of all the fairest. 
Is, with her fellow maidens, now within 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island's side. 

[fie whisj)ers one of' the attendant Lords.— JExif 
Lord, in the Barge ofLYSiMACHUS. 

Ilcl. Sure, all's effectless 5 yet nothing we'll omit 
That bears recovery's name. But, since yoUr kindness 
We have stretch*d thus far, let us beseech you further, 

3 Destructive. ♦ i. #. Ears. ^ 
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That for our gold we may provision have^ 
Wherein we are not destitute for want. 
But weary for the staleness. 

Lp. O, sir, a courtesy, 

Whicli if we should deny, the most just God 
For every grafF would send a caterpillar. 
And so inflict our province. — ^Yet once more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king's sorrow. 

Hel, Sit, sir, I will recount it^— 

But see, I am prevented. 

Enter ^ from the Barge, Lord, Marina, and a t/ounf^ 

Lady. 

Lys. O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one ! 
Is' t not a goodly presence ? 

Hel, A gallant lady. 

Lt/s, She's such, that were I well assured she came 
Of gentle kind, and noble stock, I'd wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in boun^ 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient: 
If that thy prosperous-artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught. 
Thy sacred physick shall receive such pay 
As thy <iesires can wish. 

Mar, Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 
Provided none but I and my companion 
Be suffered to come near him. 

I^s, Come, let us leave her, 
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And the gods make her prosperous ! [M a ki n a sings, 

Lys. . Mark'd he your musick ? 

Mar, No, nor looked on us. 

Lys. See^ she will speak to hun. 

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear : 1- 

Fer. Hum! ha! 

Mar, I am a maid. 

My lord, that ne*er before invited eyes. 
But have been gaz*d on, comet-like : she speaks 
My lord, that, may be, hath endur*d a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh'd. 
Though wa)rward fortune did malign my state. 
My derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings*: 
But time hath rooted out my parentage. 
And to the world and aukward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — I will desist j 
But there is something glows upon my cheek. 
And whispers in mine ear. Go not till he speak, [Asidt. 

Per. My fortunes — parentage— ^ood parentage— 
To equal mine ! — was it not thus ? what say you? 

Mar. I said, ray lord, if you did know my pa- 
rentage. 
You would not do me violence. 

Fer* I do think so. 

I pray you, turn your eyes again upon me. — 
You are like^ something that — What countrywoman? 
Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores.: 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Fer. I am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 



S22 PERICLES, ^cfT. 

My dearest wife was like tiiis maid^ and such a one 
My daughter might have been: my queen*s squari 

brows i 
Her stature to an inch *, as wand-like straight ; 
As silver-voic'd ; her eyes as jewel-like. 
And cas*d as richly t in pace another Juno 5 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 

hungry. 
The more she gives them speech.— Where do you livef 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger: frcmithe deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred? 

And how achieved you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe ?^ 

Mar. Should I tell my historjr, 

Twould seem like lies disdain'd in the reporting. 

Per. Wythee speak j 
Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look*«t 
Modest as justice, and thou seem'st a palace 
For the crown'd truth to dwell in : 1*11 believe thee, 
And make my senses credit thy relation. 
To points that seem impossible 5 for thou look'st 
Like one I lov'd indeed. What were thy friends ? 
Didst thou not say, when I did pusfh thee back, 
(Which was when I perceiv'd thee>) that thou cam'st 
From good descending ? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said*st 
Thou hadst been toss*d from wrong to injury. 
And that thou thought' st thy griefs might equal mioe. 
If both were opened. 

^ Possess. 
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Mar. Some such thing indeed 

I said^ and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story j 

If thine considered prove the thousandth part . 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffered like a girl: yet thou dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kings* graves, and smiHng 
Extremity out o£ act. What were thy friends i 
How lost thou theni? Thy name, my most kind vir* 

gin? 
Recount, I do beseech thee 5 come, sit by me« 

Mar. My name, sir, is Marina. 

Per. O, I am mock*d. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir. 

Or here 111 cease. 

Per. Nay, I'll be patient 5 

Thou little know*st how thou dost litartle me. 
To caH thy^lf Marina. 

Mar, The name Marina, 

Was given me by one that had some power; 
My father, and a king. 

Per. How! a king^s daughter f 

And call*d Marina ? 

Mar. You said you would believe mej 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 

Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy ? 
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No motion?^ — ^Well; speak on. Where were you 

bom? 
And wherefore call*d Marina ? 

Mar. Called Manna, 

For I was bpm at sea. 

Fer. At sea ? thy mother ? 

Mar, My mother was the daughter of a king j 
Who died the very minute I was born. 
As my good nurse Lyc£orida hath oft , 
Deliver'd weeping. 

Per. O, stop there a little ! 

This is the rarest dream that e'er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be. 
My daughter's buried. \^AsideJ\ Well: — ^where were 

you bred? 
I'll hear you more, to the bottom of your story. 
And never interrupt you. 

Mar, You'll scarce believe me 5 'twere best I did 
give o'er. 

Fer, I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave:— 
How came you in these parts ? where were you bred ? 

Mar, The king, my father, did in Tharsus leavt 



me 5 



Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife. 
Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me; 
Brought me to Mitylene. But, now good sir. 
Whither will you have me? Why do you weep? It 
may be, ^ 

' /. e, K« puppet dress '4 up t« deceiTe mc. 
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You think me an impostor 5 no^ good faitb $ 
I am the daughter to king Pericles, 
If good king Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Helicanus ! 

HeL Calls my gracious lord ? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor. 
Most wise in general : Tell me, if thou canst. 
What t^is maid is, or what is like to be. 
That thus hath made me weep ? 

Hel. I know notj but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene, 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Li/s. She would never tell 

Her parentage 5 being demanded that. 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour'd sir 5 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me. 
Overbear the shores of my mortality. 
And drown me with their sweetness. O, copiehitlMir, 
Thou that beget'st him that did thee beget 5 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And found at sea again ! O Helicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina.— 
What was thy mother's name ? tell me but that. 
For truth can never be confirmed enough. 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray. 

What is your title ? 

Per. I am Pericles pf Tyre : but tell me now 

VOL. IX. Z 
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(As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect,) 
My drown*d qaeen*s name, thou art the heir of iung* 

doms, % 

And another life to Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your dLVghter, thai 
To say, my mother*s name was Thaisa ? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end. 
The minute I began. 

Fer. Now, blessing on thee, rise; thou art mj 
child. • 

Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus, 
(Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been. 
By savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all j 
When thou shalt kneel and justify in knowledge, 
She is thy very princess.— Who is this ? 

Hel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mitylene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state. 
Did come to see you. 

Fer, I embrace you, sir. 

Give me my rt>bes 3 I am wild in my beholding. 
O heavens bless my girl! But hark, what musickj— 
Tell Helicanus^ my Marina, tell him 
0*er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt. 
How sure you are my daughter.— -But what musick? 

Hel. My lord, I hear none^ 

Fer. None ? 
The musick of the spheres : list, my Marina, 

Lys, It i» not good to cross him; give him way. 

Fcr. Rarest sounds ! 
Do ye not hear ? 

Lys. Musick ? My lord, I hear— 

Fer. Most heavenly musick: 
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It nips me unto list*ning^ and thick slumber 
Hangs oh mine eye-lids ; let me rest. [He sleeps, 
Lys. A pillow for his head j 

\The Curtain before the Pavilion of Pericles w 
closed. 
So leave him all. — ^Well, my cdmpan'on-friends. 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
.I'll well remember you. 

lExeunt Lysimachus, HelicanUkJ, Marina, 
and attendant Xady. 

SCENE II. 

The same. 

Pericles on the Deck asleep ; Diana appearing to 

him as in a vision, 

Dia, My temple stands in Ephesus 5 hie thee thither. 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together. 
Before the people all. 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call. 
And give them repetition to the life.^ 
Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe: 
Do't, and be happy> by my silver bow. 
Awake, and tell th)r dream. [Diana disappears. 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,'' 
I will obey thee !— Helicanus ! 

• Repeat a lively narrative of your adventure! . 
7 1, e. Regent of the silver moon. 

2 2 
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Enter Lysimachus, Helicanus, and Maeika, 

Hel. Sir. 

Fer, My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon 5 but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown ^ sails} eftsoons' Til tell thee why.— 

\To Helicanus. 
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, 
■ And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys. With all my heart, sir j and when you comt 
ashore, 
I have another suit. 

Fer. You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter 5 for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys, Sir, lend your ami. 

Fer. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt. 

£«ferGowER, before the Temple ofDiAJf A o^Eph^os. 

Goto, Now our sands are almost run; 
More a little, and then done. 
This, as my last boon, give me, 
(For such kindness must relieve me,) 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows. 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 
The regent made in Mitylin, 
To greet the king. So he has thriv'd. 
That he is promised to be wiv'd 

< Swollen. 9 Soon. 
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To farr Marina; but in no wise. 

Till he ' had done his sacrifice^ , 

As Dian bade: whereto being bounds 

The interim, pray you, all confound,* 

In feathered briefness sails are filled 

And wishes fall out as they're will*d. 

At Ephesus, the temple see. 

Our king, and all his company. 

That he can hither- come so soon. 

Is by your fancy's thankful boon. [^Exk, 

SCENE III. 

The Temple ofDiATH A at Ephesus: Thais a standing 
near the Altar, an high Priestess ; a number of Vir^ 
gins on each side; Cerimon and other Inhabitants 
of Ephesus attending. 

Enter Pericles, with his Train; Lysimachus 
Helicanus, Marina, and a Lady. 

Per, Hail Dian ! to perform thy just command, 
I here confess myself the king of Tyre; 
Who, frighted from my countiy, did wed 
The fair Thaisa, at Pentapolis. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call*d Marina 5 who, O goddess. 
Wears yet thy silver livery.^ She at Tharsus 
Was nurs*d with Cleon 5 whom at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene 5 against whose shore 

* • e, Pericles. ^ Confound here signifies to consume. 
3 I. e. Her white robe of innocence. 
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Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
^ade known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour!-^. 

You are — ^you are — O royal Pericles ! — [She faints. 

Per. What means the woman? she dies! help, 
gentlemen ! 

Ccr, Noble sir. 
If you have ,told Diana's altar true. 
This is your wife. 

Per, Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her overboard with these very arms. 

Cer, Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per, 'Tis most certain, 

Cer. Look to the lady j — O, she's but o'erjoy'd. 
Early, one blust'ring morn, this lady was 
Thrown on this shore. I op*d tlie coffin, and 
Found there rich jewels 5 recover'd her, and plac'd her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per. May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to mj 
house. 
Whither I invite you. Look ! Thaisa is 
Recover 'd. 

Thai. O, let me look ! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense** bend no licentious ear. 
But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord. 
Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak. 
Like him you are : Did you not name a tempest, 
A birth, and death ? 

4 Sensual passion. 
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Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

Thai. Itiat Thaisa am 1, supposed dead^ 
And drown'd. 

Per» Immortal Dian! 

Thai. Now I know you better.-^ 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[Shows a King, 

Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! your present 
kindness 
l^akes my past miseries sport: You shall do well^ 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O come, be buried 
A second tinle within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom, 

[Kneels to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here ! Plesh of thy flesh, 
Thaisa ) 
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina, 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. £less*d and mine ownj 

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard mc say, when I did fly from 
Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient, substitute. 
Qan you remember what I called the man ? 
I have nam*d him oft. 

Thai. *Twas Helicanus then. 

Per., Still confirmation : 
Embrace him, dear Tliaisa ; this is he. 



232 PERICLES, Act V. 

Now do I long to hear how you were found 5 
How possibly preserved 5 and whom to thank^ 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai, Lord Cerimon, my lord 5 this man 
Through whom the gods have shown their power; 

that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per. Reverend sir. 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer, I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house. 
Where shall be shown you all was found with her; 
How she came placed here within the temple ) 
No needful thing omitted. , 

Per. Pure Diana ! 

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer 
My nighl oblations to thee. Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daught^. 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now. 
This ornament^ that makes me look so dismal. 
Will I, my lov*d Marina, clip to form ; 
And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd. 
To grace thy marriage-day. Til beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit. 
Sir, that my father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there, my 
queen, 
We*ll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days > 

^ i.e. His beard. 
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!)ar son and daughter shall in Tyms reign. * 

^rd Cerimon, we do our longing stay. 

To hear the rest untold. — Sir, lead the way, lExeunf» 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. In Antioch,^ and his daughter, you have 
heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen 
(Although assaird with fortune fierce and keen,) 
Virtue preserved from fell destruction's blast. 
Led on by heaven, and crown*d with joy at last 
In Helicanus may you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
In reverend Cerimon there well appears. 
The worth that learned charity aye* wears. 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honoured name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn j 
That him and his they in his p^ace bum. 
The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them ; although not done, but meant. 
So on your patience evermore attending. 
New joy wait on you ! Hear our play has ending. 

[£jri^ GowER. 

^ /• e. The king of Antioch. ' Ever. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



lear. King of Britain, 

King of France. 

Duke of Bui^ndj. 

Dyike of Cornwall. 

Duke of Albany. 

Earl of Kent. 

Ea%l of Gloster. 

Edgar^ son to Gloster. 

Edmund, bastard son to Glosttr, 

Curan, a courtier. 

Old Man, tenant to Gloster. 

Fhysician, 

Fool. 

Oswald^ steward to Goneril. 

An OJicer, employed by Edmund. 

Gentleman, attendant on Cordelia. 

A Herald. 

Servants to Cornwall, 

Goneril, ^n 

Regan, > daughters to Lear. 

Cordelia, J 

Knights attending on the King, Officers, Messengers, 

Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Scene, Britain. 



KING LEAR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. A Room of State in King Lear's Palace, 

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund . 

Kent. 

I THOUGHT, the king had more affected the duke of 
Albany, than Corawall. 

Gh, It did always seem so to us : but now, in the 
division of the kingdom, it appears not which of the 
dukes he values most; for equalities are so weigh'd, 
that curiosity' in neither can make dioice of either*! 
moiety.* 

Kent, Is not this your son, my lord? 

Glo, His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: I 
have so often blush*d to acknowledge him, that now 
I am brazed to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where-* 
upon she grew round-wombed; and had, indeed, sir^ 
a son for her cradle, ere she had a husband for her 
bed. Do you smell a fault } 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of 
it being so proper.^ 

Glo. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac- 

■ Most scrupnlotts nicety. • Part or division. * Handsome* 
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count : though this knave came somewhat saucilj 
into the world before he was sent for, yet was his 
mother fair 5 there was good sport at his making, 
and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — ^Do you 
know this noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kenti remember him hereafiber 
as my honourable friend. 

Edm, My services to your lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Edm, Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and aw^ hi 
ihall again :— The king is coming. 

[Trumpets sound mthk. 

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, 
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants, 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundj, 
Gloster. 
Glo. I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Edmund. 
Lear, Mean-time we shall express our darker^ 
purpose. 
Give me the map there. — ^Know, that we have di- 
vided. 
In three, our kingdom : and *tis our fast intent ^ 
To shake all cares and business from our age j 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death. — Our son of Corn-* 

wall. 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

4 More secfrt. i Determined retolutioii. 
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We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and 

Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn^ 
And here are to be answered. — ^Tell me, my daujghters, 
(Since now we will devest us, both of rule. 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it.— Goneril, 
Our eldest-bom, speak first. 

Gon. Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter. 
Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare > 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be silent* 

, l^Aside. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line im 
this. 
With shadowy forests and with 'champains^ rich'd. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady: To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. — ^What says our second daughter, 
Qur dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister, 

< Open plains. 
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And prize me at her worth/ In my true heart 

I £nd^ she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she comes too shorty — that I profess 

Myself an enemy to all other joys. 

Which the most precious square^ of sense possesses; 

And find^ I am alone felicitate ^ 

In your dear highness* love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Awk. 

And yet not so 3 since, I am sure, my lore's 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine^, hereditary ever. 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity ,9 and pleasure. 
Than that confirmed on Goneril. — ^Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least } to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interess'd : what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters } Speak. 

Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing, 
. Lear, Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech a 
little. 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Grood my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov*d me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 

7 Comprehension. * Made happy. 9 Value. 
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Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say. 
They love you, all ? Haply,' when I shall wed. 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear, Ijet it be so,' — ^Thy truth then be thy dower : 
for, by the sacred radiance of the sun 5 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ,• 
By all the operations of the orbs. 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity* and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this,^ for ever. The barbarous 

Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation ^ messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour*d, pitied, and relieved. 
As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege,— 

Lear. Peace, Kent ! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my bight !— 

[To Cordelia. 

» Perhaps. * Kindred. 3 From this, time, 4 His children. 
TOL. IX. A A 
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So be my grave my peace, as here I giye 

Her father's heart from her! — Call France;—- Who 

stirs ? 
Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two daughters* dowers digest this third : 
Let pride, which slie calls plainness, many her. 
I do invest you jointly with my power. 
Pre-eminence, and all the large efiects 
That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly coone. 
With reservation of an hundred knights. 
By 3rou to be sustained, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retaio 
The name, and all the additions ^ to a king ; 
The sway. 

Revenue, execution of the rest,^ 
Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm. 
This coronet part between you. [Gkitig the Crmm. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
Lov*d as my father, as my master fi>Uow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn^ make from the 
shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly. 
When Lear is mad. What would'st thou do, oU 

man^ 
Tliink'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak. 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honoar'i 

bound. 
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom,- 
And« in thy best consideration, check 

5 Title«. ^ AU other ^ubjecu. 
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lliis hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment. 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least j 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs? no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies 5 lior fear to lose it. 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear, Out of my sight ! 

Kent, See better, Lear 3 and let me still remain 
The true blank * of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 

Kentk Now, by Apollo, king. 

Thou swear*st thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[^Laying his Hand an his Sword. 

Alh. Com. Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do ; 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
tJpon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift j 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'll tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant! 

On thine allegiance hear me ! — 
Since thou hast sought to make us break oiir vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain*d 

pride, 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power 5 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency make good, take thy reward. 

7 Reverberates. * The mark to shoot at. 

A A 2 
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Five days we do allot thee^ for provision 

To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 

And, on the sixths to turn thy hated back 

Upon our kingdom: if^ on the tenth d^y following^ 

Thy banish*d trunk be foimd in our dominions^H 

The moment is thy death : Away ! "By Jupiter, 

This shall not be revoked. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king : since thus thou wik 
appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.— - 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To Cordelia. 
That justly think^st, and hast most rightly said!— 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To Regan and Goneeil. 
That good effects may spring from words of love.— 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 
He'll shape his old course^ in a country. new. [Exit. 

Re^-enter Gloster; with France, Burgundy, 

and Attendants, 

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble loid. 

Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towards you, who with this kiog 
Hath rivaird for our daughter 3 What, in the least. 
Will you require in present dower with her. 
Or cease your qi^est of love ?' 

Bur, Most royal majestf, 

I crave no more than hath your highness ofier*d, 
Nor will you tender less, 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 

9 Follow his old mode of life. ' Amorous expedilxw- 
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When she was dear to U8> we did hold her so ; 
£ut now her price is fall'n: Sir^ there she stands; 
If aught within that little, seeming' substance. 
Or all of it, with our displeasure .piec'dj 
And nothing more, may £tly like your grace, 
She*s there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes,* 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower*d with our curse, and stranger'd with ouroath^ 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir j 

Election makes not up ^ on such conditions. 

Ijear. Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power that 
made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. — ^For you, great king, 

\To France. 
I would not from your love make such a stray, 
To match you where J hate; therefore beseech you 
To avert* your liking a more worthier way. 
Than on sT wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 

4 Specious. ^ Owns, is possessed of. ^ Concludes not. 

5 Turn. 
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That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd ^ ai!ection 
Fall into taint :'' which to believe of her. 
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor^ I yet beseech your majesfyj, 

(If for* I want that glib and oily art. 
To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend^ 
I'll do't before I speak,) that you make know^i 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, ^ 
No unchaste action, or dishonoured step. 
That hath depriv'd me of your grace and fkvoor : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer; 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
That I am glad 1 have not, though not to have it. 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou 

Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas'd mt 
better. 

France, Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke. 
That it intends to do ? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love. 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand • 
Aloof from the entire point.9 Will you have her I 
She is herself a dowiy. 

Bur, Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself propos'd. 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn j I am firm. 

^ Former declaration of. ^ Reproach or censure. ^ Because. 
9 ** fVbo seehfor aught in love but love alone !** 
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Bur, I amjohy then^ you have so lost a father^ 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor, Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love^ 
J shall not be his wife. 

France* Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being 
poor; 
Most choice, forsaken 3 and most lov*d, despis*d ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, gods! *tis strange, that from their coldest neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance. 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat*rish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me. — 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou losetft here, a better where * to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine; for 
we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of her's again : — ^Therefore be gone. 
Without our grace, our love, our benizonJ— 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[^Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn- 
AVALL, Albany, Gloster, and Attendants. 

Trance. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash*d eyes 
Cc^delia leaves, you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our father: 

^ Place. 3 Blessing. 
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To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace^ 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Gon, Prescribe not us our duties. 
Reg, Let your study 

Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv*d you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 
Cor, Time shall unfold what plaited •♦ cunning hides 3 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France, Come, my fair Cordelia. 

\^Eveunt France and Cordelia. 
Gon, Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of what 
most nearly appertains tons both. I think, our father 
will hence to-night. 

Reg. That's most certain, and with you 5 next 
month with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes. his age is; the 
observation we have made of it hath not been little] 
he always loved our sister most; and with' what poor 
judgment he hath now cast her oflT, appears too 
grossly. 

Reg, *Tis tlie infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever 
but slenderly known himself. 

Gon, The best and soundest of his time hath been 
but rash 5 then must we look to receive from his age, 
not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted con- 
dition,5 but therewithal, the unruly waywardness 
that infirm and cholerick years bring with them. 

4 Folded, doubled. 5 Qualities of mind. 
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B^g. Such unconstant starts are we like to have 
from him^ as this of Kent's banishment. 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking 
between France and him. Pray you, let us hit toge* 
ther : If our father carry authority with such dispo- 
sitions as he bears, this last surrender of his will but 
offend us. 

Reg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i*the heat.^ 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 

A Hall in the Earl of Gloster*s Castle. 

Enter Edmund, tijith a Letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess 5 to thy law 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague? of custom 5 and permit 
The curiosity* of nations to deprive me. 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact. 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true. 
As honest madam's issue ? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality. 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween asleep, and wake ? — ^Well then^ 

• Strike xuhiU the iron's hot. 7 The injustice. 

* The nicety of civil institution. 
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Legitimate Edgar^ I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund^ 
As to the legitimate : Fine word^-^egitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ^ I prosper:^* 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish*d thus ! And France in choler 
partec} ! 
And the king gone to-night! subscnb'd^ his power! 
Confined to exhibition ! ' All this done 
Upon the gad!*— Edmund! How now? what 
news ? 

Edm, So please your lordship, none. * 

\Puiting up the Letter, 

Glo. Why so earnestly seek yon to put up that 
letter ? 

Edm, I know no news, my lord. 

Olo, What paper were you reading } 

Edm, Nothing, my lord. 

Glo, No ? What needed then that terrible despaich 
of it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath 
not such need to hide itself. Let's see : Come, if it 
be nothing, 1 shall not need spectacles. 

Edm, I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read 3 for so 
much as I have perused, I find it not fit for your ovei;- 
looking. 

Glo, Give me tlie letter, sir. 

,9 Yielded, surrendered. ■ Allowance. * Suddenly. 
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Edm, I shall offend> either to detain or give it. 
The contents^ as in part I understand them^ are td 
blame. 

Glo, Let's see, let's see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's justification, he 
wrote this but as an essay ^ or taste of my virtue. 

Glo. [Reads.] This policy y and reverence of age^^ 
makes the world hitter to the best of our times; keeps 
our fortunes from «*, till our oldness cannot relish 
than. 1 begin to fnd an idle and fond ^ bondage in 
the oppression qf aged tyranny ; who sways, not as 
it hath power, but as it is steered. Come to me, thai 
of this I may speak more. If our father would sleep till 
I waked him, you should enjoy half his revenue for ever, 
and live the beloved of your brother, Edgar. — ^Humph-~ 
Conspiracy ! — Sleep till I waked him — you should enjoy 
half his revenue, — My son Edgar ! Had he a hand to 
•^rite this ? a heart and brain to breed it in ? — ^When 
came this to you ? Who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the 
cunning of it 3 I found it thrown in at the casement 
of my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst 
swear it were his $ but, in respect of that, I would iam 
think it were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord 3 but, I hope, his 
heart is not in the contents. 

Glo, Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this 
business ? 

3 Trial. 4 Weak and foolish. 
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Edm, Never, my lord : But I have often heard 
him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, and 
fathers declining, t|ie father should be as ward to the 
son, and the son manage hrs revenue. 

Glo, O villain, villain !— His very opinion in the 
letter ! — Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, 
brutish villain! worse than brutish !— Go, sirrah, 
seek him ; Til apprehend him :-— Abominable vil- 
lain ! — ^Where is he ? 

Edm, I do not well know, my lord. If it shall 
please you to suspend your inctignation against my 
brother, tiU you can derive from him better testi- 
mony of his intent, you shall run a certain course; 
where, ^ if you violently proceed against him, mis- 
taking his purpose, it would make a great gap in your 
own honour, and shake in pieces the heart of his 
obedience. I dare pawn down my life for him, that he 
hath writ this to feel my affection to your honour,^ 
and to no other jM-etence '' of danger. 

Glo. Think you so ? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you shall hear us confer of this, aod by aa 
auricular assurance have your satisfaction; and that 
without any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely 
loves him. — Heaven and earth ! — ^Edmund, seek him 
out 5 wind me into him, I pray you : fi-ame the bu- 
siness after your own wisdonat I would unstate my- 
self, to be in a due resolution.' 

s Whereas. ^ The usual address to a loi^ 7 Design. 
* Give all that I am possessed of, to be certam of the truth. 
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Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey' the 
business as I shall find means, and acquaint you 
withal. 

Glo, These late eclipses in the sun and moon por- 
tend no good to us : Though the wisdom of nature 
can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself 
scourged by the sequent ' effects : love cools, friend- 
ship falls off, brothers divide : in cities, mutinies ; in 
countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; and the bond 
cracked between son and father. This villain of mine 
comes under the prediction ; there's son against fa- 
ther : the king falls from bias of nature j there^s 
^ther against child. We have seen the best of our 
time: Machinations, hollowness, treachery, and all 
ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our graves!— 
Find out this villain, Edmund, it shall lose thee no- 
thing 5 do it carefully : — And tlie noble and true- 
hearted Kent banished! his offence,^ honesty l^— 
Strange ! strange ! [EjcjY. 

Edm» This is the excellent foppery of the world ! 
that, when we are sick in fortune, (oflen the surfeit 
of our own behaviour,) we make guilty of our dis- 
asters, the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we 
were villains by necessity : fools, by heavenly com- 
pulsion ) knaves, thieves, and treachers,* by spherical 
predominance; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by 
an enforced obedience of planetary influence; and 
^ all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : An 
admirable evasion of 'whoremaster man, to lay his 
goatish disposition to the charge of 'a star ! My father 
compounded with my mother under the dragon*8 

9 Manage. * Following* ^ Traitors. 
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tail; and my nativity wafli under ursa mqjor;^ so 
that it follows^ I am rough and lecherous.— Tat^ I 
should have been that I am^ had the maidenliest star in 
the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing. Edgar— 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat 'he comes^ like the Catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villainous melancholy, widi a 
sigh like Tom o'Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do por- 
tend these divisions ! f^, sol^ la, mi.^ 

Edg, How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation are you in ? 

Edm, I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these eclipses^ 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of, suc- 
ceed unhappily; as of unnaturalness between the 
child and the parent 3 deaths dearth^ dissolutions of 
ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces and ma- 
ledictions against king and nobles; needless diffi* 
dences, banishment of friends^ dissipation of cohorts/ 
nuptial breaches^ and I know not what. 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astrono- 
mical ? 

Edm, Come> come > when sa\y you my father last? 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm, Spake you with him ? 

Edg, Ay, two hours together. 
' Edm, Parted you in good terms ? Found you no 
displeasure in him, by word or countenance ? 

3 Great bear, the constellation so named. 
4 These sounds are unnatural and offensive in musick. 
s For coiorft some editors read c0Mru, 
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Edg. None at all. 

Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have ojP- 
fended him : and at my entreaty, forbear his pre- 
sence, till some little time hath qualified the heat of 
his displeasure; which at this instant so rageth in 
him, that with the mischief of your person it would 
scarcely allay, 

Edg, Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a conti- 
nent^ forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes 
slower 5 and, as I say, retire with me to my lodgmg, 
from whence I will fidy bring you to hear my lord 
speak: Pray you, go 5 there's my key; — ^If youdo 
stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg, Armed, brother ? 

Edm, Brother, I advise you to the best : go armed ^ 
I am no honest man, if there be any good meaning to* 
wards you : I have told you what I have seen and 
heards but faintly 5 nothing like the image and horror 
of it: Pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall 1 hear from you anon ? 

Edm. I do serve you in this business. — 

\^Exit Edoar« 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms. 
That lie suspects none; on whose foolish hones^ 
My practices ride easy! — I see the business. — 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit ; 
All with ja^*i meet, that ] can fashion fit. [ExiU 

♦ Temperate. 
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SCENE ni. 

A Room in the Duke of Albany's Palace 

Enter Goneril and Steward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding 
of his fool ? 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon. By day and night! he wrongs me j every hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 
That set us all at odds : 1*11 not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle: — ^When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him 5 say, I am sick : — 
If you come slack of former services. 
You shall do well^ the fault of it 1*11 answer. 

Stew. He*s coming, madam 5 I hear him. 

\JIoms within. 

Gov, Put on what weary negligence you please. 
You and your fellows -, I'd have it come to question: 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister. 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one. 
Not to be over-ruVd. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authorities, 
That he hath given away ! — ^Now, by my life. 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries, — when they are seenabusM. 
Remember what I have said. 

Stew, Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder Igoks among 
you 5 
What grows of it, no matter; advise your fallows so: 
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I would breed from hence occasions^ and I shall. 
That I may speak : — Fll write straight to my sister. 
To hold my very course :— Prepare for dinner. 

[Exeuuf, 

SCENE IV. 
A Hall in the same. 

Enter Kent, disguised, 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my spee(^ diffuse,'' my good intent 
May carry through itself to tliat full issue 
For which I raz'd^ my likeness. — Now, baiiish'd 

Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemned, 
(So may it come!) thy master, wh6ni thou lov'st. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 

Lear, Let me not stay a jot for dinner : go, get it 
ready. {^Exit an Attendant,^ How now, what art 
thou? 

Kent, A man, sir. 

Lear, What dost thou profess? What would'st 
jthou with us ? 

Kent, I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to 
serve him truly, that will put me in trust; to love 
him that is honest; to converse^ with him tliat is 
wise, and says little; to fear judgment; to fight, when 
I cannot choose; and to eat no fish. 

7 Disorder, disguise. * Effaced. * Keep company. 

VOL. IX. B B 
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Lear. What art thou > 

Kent. A veiy honest-hearted fellow^ ahd as poor ai 
the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for 
a king, thou art poor enough. What would*st thou? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Who -would'st thou serve? 

Kent, You. 

Leai\ Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your coonte* 
nance, which I would fain call nyster, 

Lear, What's that ? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent, I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain messa^ 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I affi 
qualify 'd in 5 and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not so young, sir, to love a woman for sing- 
ing; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing: I have 
years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me; if I like 
thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee, 
yet. — ^Dinner, ho, dinner! — ^Where*s my knave? my 
fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither: 

Enter Steward. 

You> you, sirrah, where*s my daughter ? 

Stew. So please you, — [Ejci/. 

Lear, What says the fellow there ? Call the clot- 
poll back. — ^Where's my fool, ho? — I think the 
world's asleep. — How now? where*8 that mongrel? 
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Knight, He says, my lord, your daughter is not 
well. 

Lear, Why came not the slave back to me, when 
Icall*dhim? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest man- 
ner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not ! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is; 
but, to my judgment, your highness is not entertained 
with that ceremonious aflection as you were wont; 
there's a great abatoment of kindness appears, as well 
in the general dependants, as in the duke himself 
also, and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha! say'st thou so? 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be 
mistaken; for my duty cannot be silent, when I think 
your highness is wrong*d. 

Lear. Thou but remember*st me of mine own 
conception 5 I have perceived a most faint neglect of 
late ; which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous 
cariosity, ' than as a very pretence * and purpose of 
unkindness : I will look further into't. — But where*g 
my fool ? I have not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, 
lir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted it well. — Go / 
you, and tell my daughter I would speak with her. — 
Go you, call hither my fool. — 

*■ Punctilious jealousy. ^ Design. 
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lie-enter Steward. 

O, you sir, you sir, come you hither: Who am I, sir? 

Stczi. My lady's father. 

Ijear. My lady's father! my lord's knave: yott 
whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ) I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Ijear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

^[Striking him. 

Stew, ril not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither j you base foot-ball 

player. V^^PP^S ^P ^ Heek, 

Lear. I thank thee,, fellow; thou servest me, aod 
I'll love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away; I'll teach you dif- 
ferences ; away, away : If you will measure your lub- 
ber's length again, tarry : but away : go to ; Have 
you wisdom? so. [Pushes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee: 
there's earnest of thy service. [Giving Kent Money. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too;— Here's my coxcomb. 

[Giving Kent ^M Cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Why ? For taking one's part that is out of 
favour: Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind 
sits, thoul't catch cold shortly: There, take my cox- 
comb : Why, tliis fellow has banish'd two of hi« 
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daughters^ and did the third a blessing against his will ; 
if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my cox- 
comb. — How now, nuncle ? 'Would I had two cox- 
combs, and two daughters! 
Jjear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, ' Td keep my 
coxcombs myself: There's minej beg another of tliy 
daughters. 

lA:ar, Take heed, sirrah 3 the whip. 
Fool. Truth's a dog that must to kennel? he must 
be whipp'd out, when Lady, the brach,^ may stand by 
the fire, and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 
Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 
Lear. Do. 
Fool. Mark it, nuncle:— 

Have more than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest. 
Lend less ilian thou owest,* 
Ride more tlian thou goest, 
Lear;i more than tliou trowest, ^ 
Set less tlian thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and tliy whore. 
And keep in- a- door, 
And tliou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Iie^tr, This is nothing, fool. 
Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd law* 
yer 3 you gave me nothing for't : Can you make no 
use of nothing, nuncle ? 

3 £statc or property. 4 Bitch hound, s Ownest, pottestetli. 

6 BelicYCft. 
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Jjear. Why, no, boy j nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

FooL Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of his 
land comes to -, he will not believe a fool. \_To Kent. 
Lear, A bitter fool ! 

FooL Dost thou know the difference, my boy, be* 
tween a bitter fool and a sweet fool ? 
Ijcar. No, lad 5 teach jne. 
Tool, That lord, that counsePd thee 
To give away thy land, 
' Come place him here by me,—- 
Or do thou for him stand: 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 
The one in motley here. 
The otlier found out there. 
Lear. Dost tliou call me fool, boy ? 
FooL All thy other titles thou hast given away; 
that thou wast born with. 

Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 
Fool, No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let 
me 3 if I had a monopoly out, they would have part 
on't : and ladies too, they will liot let me have all 
fool to myself; they'll be snatching. — Give me an 
egg, JDuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns. 
Iicar, What two crowns shall they be ? 
FooL Why, after I have cut the egg i* the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. 
. When thou clovest thy crown i' the middle, and 
gavest away both parts, thou borest thine ass on thy 
back over the dirt : Thou had'st little wit in thy bald 
crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. If I 
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i^peak like myself in this> let him be wbipp*d that 
first finds it so. 

Fools had nier less graced in a year*, [Singing^. 

For wise men are grown foppish; * 

And knmv not how their wits to wear. 
Their manners are so apish, 
Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, 

sirrah ? 
Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest 
thy daughters thy mother : for when thou gavest them 
the rod, and put'st dowmthine own breeches. 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing. 

And I for sorrow sung, 
That such a king should play bo-peep. 
And go the fools among, 
Pr*ythee, nuncle, keep a school-master that can teach 
thy fool to lie j I. would fain learn to lie. 

Lear. If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipp*d. 
Fool. I mar\'el, what kin thou and thy daughters 
are: they'll have me whipp'd for speaking true, 
. thoul't have me whipped for lyings and, sometimes, 
I am whipp'd for holding my peace. I had rather be 
any kind of thing, than a fool : and yet I would not 
be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o'both sides, 
and left nothing in the middle : Here comes one o'the 
parings. 

JEw^er GoNEaiL. 

Iscar. How now, daughter ! what makes that 
frontlet^ on? Methinks, you are too much of late 
i* the frown. 

7 Favour. 
• Part of a woman's head dress to which I.ear compares her 

frowning brow. 
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Fool. TIiou wast a pretty fellow, when thou had'st 

no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O 
without a figure: I am better than thou art nowj I 

am a fool, thou art nothing. — Yes, forsooth, 1 will 

hold my tongue 5 so your face [lo Gon.] bids me, 

though you say notliing. Mum,'mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crum. 

Weary of all, shall want some. — 

That's a sheal'd peascod." [Pointing to Lear. 

GVw. Not only, sir, this your all-licens*d fool. 

But other of your insolent retinue 

Do hourly carp and quarrel 5 breaking forth 

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto you. 

To have found a safe redress j but now grow fearful. 

By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 

That you project this course, and'put it on 

By your allowance j* which if you should, the fault 

Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep; 

Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,* 

Might in their working do you that offence. 

Which else were shame, that then necessity 

Will call discreet proceeding. 

FooL For you trow, nuncle. 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 
That it had its head bit off by its young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Liur, Are you our daughter ? 

Gon, Come, sir, I would, you would make use of 
that good wisdom whereof I know you are fraught;^ 

9 A cypher. » A mere husk which contains nothing. 

» Approbation. 3 Well governed 6taie, 4 Stored. 
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and put away these dispositions, which of late trans* 
form you from what you rightly are. 

FooL May not an ass know when the cart draws the 
horse ? — Whoop, Jug ! I love thee. 

l^ear. Does any here know me ?-^ Why this is not 
Lear : does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are 
his eyes ) Either his notion weakens, or his discern- 
ings are lethargied. — Sleeping or waking ? — Ha ! sure 
'tis not so. — ^Who is it tliat can tell me who I am ?— 
Lear*s shadow? I would learn tliat; for by the marks 
of sovereignty, knowledge, and reason^ I should be 
false persuaded I had daughters. — 

1\h)L Whicli they will make an obedient fatlier. 

lA^ar, Your name, fair gentlewomanv? 

Gon. Come, sirj 
This admiration is much o' the favour * 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright: 
As you are old and reverend, you should be wise : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires 5 
Men so disordered, so debauch'd, and bold. 
That this our court, infected with their manners^ 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel. 
Than a grac'd palace. The shame itself doth speak 
Por instant remedy : Be then desired 
By her, that else will take tlie thing she begs, 
A little to disquantity your train; 
And the remainder, that shall still depend,^ 
To be such men as may besorf your age. 
And know themselves and you. 
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Lear. Darkness and devils!— 

Saddle my horses; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people; and your disordered 
rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents^ — O, sir^ are you 
come ? 
Is it your will? [To Alb.] Speak^ sir. — ^Prepare nijr 

horses. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend> 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster! 

Alb. t'ray, sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detested kite! thouliest: [To Goneril. 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts^ 
That all particulars of duty know : 
And in tlie most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — O most small fault. 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 
Which,- like an engine,' wrench*d my frame of na- 
ture 
From the fix'd place; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in. 

[Striking his Head. 
And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go, my people. 

Alb, My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 

7 The rack. 
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Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord.— Hear, nature^ hear; 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase j 
And from her derogate* body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem. 
Create her child of spleen 5 that it may live. 
And be a tliwart disnatur'd torment to her! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent9 tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits. 
To laughter and contempt j that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent's tooth, it is 
To have a thankless child ! — Away, away ! [Exit. 

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes thiji ? 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause; 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

l^ar. What, fifty of ray followers, at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, sir? 

Lear, I'll tell thee j — Lifa and death ! I am asham'd 
lliat thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

[To GONERIL. 

Tliat these hot tears, which break from rae perforce. 
Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs upon 
thee ! 

' Degraded. 9 Falling. 
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The untented' woundings of a father*s curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 
Beweep this cause again^ I'll pluck you out ; 
' And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 
To temper clay. — ^Ha ! is it come to this ? 
Let it be so : — ^Yet have I left a daughter. 
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable j 
Wh^n she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find. 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off^for ever 5 thou shalt, I warrant thee. 
lExeitnt Lf.ar, Kent, and Attendants, 
Gon, Do you mark that, my lord ? 
Alb, I cannot be so partial, Groneril, 
To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon. Pray you, content. — ^What, Oswald, ho ! 
You, sir, more knave than fool, after your master. 

ITo the Fool. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the 
fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her. 
And such a daughter. 
Should sure to the slaughter, 
if my cap would buy a halter j 
So the fool follows after. [£r/V. 

Gon. This man hath had good C9imsel: — ^A hundred 
knights ! 
*Tis politick, and safe, to let him' keep 
At point,* a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 

dream. 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 

■ Undressed. * Xrmed. 
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He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy. — Oswald, I say !— 

Aib. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust : 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart: 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister ) 
If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 
When I have showed the unfitness, — How now^ 
Oswald ? 

Enter Steward. 
What, have you writ that letter to my sister ? 

» 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon, Take you some company, and away to horse : 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 
And tliereto add such reasons of your own. 
As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 
And hasten your return. lEiU Stew.] No, no, my 

lord> 
This milky gentleness, and course of yours. 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon. 
You are much more attask'd^ for want of wisdom. 
Than prais'd for harmful mildness. 

j4lb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot telli 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Gon, Nay, tlien — 

^/If, Well, well; tlie event. lEAtimt, 

^ Liable to reprclicn^ion. 
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SCENE V. 
Court before the same. 

Enter Leak, Kent, and FooL 

Lear. Cro you before to Gloster with these letters t 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, than comes from her demand out of the letter : 
If your diligence be not speedy, I ^hall be there be- 
fore you. 

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered 
your letter; [Exit, 

FooL If a man's brains were in his heels, were't not 
in danger of kibes ? 

Lear, Ay, boy. 

FooL Then, I pr'ythee, be merry; thy wit shall not 
go slip-shod. 

Lear, Ha, ha, ha ! 

FooL Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee 
kindly : for though she's as like this as a crab is 
like an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear, Why, what canst thou tellj my boy ? 

FooL She will taste as like this, as a crab does to 
a crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands i*th« 
middle of.his face ? 

Ltar, No. 

FooL Why, to keep his eyes on either side his 
nose 3 that what a man cannot smell out, he may spy 
into. 

Lear, I did her wrong : — 

FooL Can*st tell how an oyster makes his shell ? 

Licw, No. 
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Fool. Nor I neither) but I can tell why a snail haf 
a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool, Why, to put his head in; not to give it away 
to his daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 
Lear, I will forget my nature. — So kind a father ! 
—Be my horses ready ? 

Fool, Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason why 
the seven stars are no more than seven^ is a pretty 
reason. 

Lear, Because they are not eight ? 
Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou wouldest makeagoodfooL 
Lear. To take it ag^in perforce ! — ^Monster ingra- 
titude! 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, Fd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear. How's that? 

FooL Thou should'st not have been old, before 
thou hadst been wise. 

Ijear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep me in temper 5 I would not be mad ! — 

Enter Grentleman. 

How now ! Are the horses ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Ijear. Come, boy. 

Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my de- 
parture. 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter. 

\Exeuntm 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. A Court within the Castle of the Earl of 

Gloster. 

Enter Edmund and Cukan^ meeting, 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cvr. And you, sir. I have been with your father j 
and given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and 
Regan his duchess, will be here with him to-night. 

Edm. How comes that ? 

Cur, Nay, I know not : You have heard of the 
news abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, for they are 
yet but ear-kissing arguments ? 

Edm. Not 1 5 Tray you, what are they? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
'twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. ' 

Cur, You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

[Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The better! 
Best! 
This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 
My father hath set guard to take my brother; 
And I have one thing, of a queazy * question. 
Which I must act : — Briefness, and fortune, work!— 
Brother, a word; descend: — Brother, I sayj 

Enter Edgak. 

My father watches : — O sir, fly this place; 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

4 Delicate, 
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You have now the good advantage of the night :^- 
Hav& you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall ? 
He's coming hither} now^ i* the nighty i' the haste^ 
And Regan with him $ Have you nothing said 
Upon his party Against the duke of Albany ? 
Advise* yourself. 

Edg. I am sure on*t^ not a word. 

Edm, I hear my father coming,— Pardon me:~ 
In cunning, I must draw my jiword upon you :-^ 
Draw : Seem to defend yourself : Now quit you well, 
yield :— come before my father 5 — ^Light, ho, here !— 
Fly, brother 3 — ^Torches! torches!— So, farewelL— 

[Exit Edgar 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[JVoMinds hie Arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. — ^Fadier! father ! 
Stop, stop! No help ? 

Enter Gloster, and Servants with Tarclies, 

Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 

Edm, Here stood he in die dark, his sharp sword 
out. 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand his auspicious mistress : — 

Glo. But where is he? 

Edm* Look, sir, I bleed. 
. Glo. Where is die villain, Edmund? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he 
could — 

' Consider, recollect yourself. 
VOL. IX. C C 
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Gio. Pursue him, ho !— Go after. — [E«7 Serv*.] By 
no means, — ^what ? 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship; 
But that I told h^m, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father > — Sir, in fine^ 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
•My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm: 
But when he saw my best alarum*d spirits. 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rou«*d to the encounter, 
Or whether gasted^ by the noise I made. 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Gio. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught; 
And found — Despatch. — ^The noble dilke my master, 
My worthy arch 7 and patron, comes to-night: 
By his authority I will proclaim it. 
That he, which finds him, shall desenre our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stajke; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm, When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight* to do it, with curst^ speech 
I threatened to discover him : He replied, 
Tkou unpossessing bastard! dost thou think. 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words faith* df No: what I should deny^ 
(As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 

* Frighted. 7 Chief. > Pitched, fixed. 9 Seveie» harsh. 
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My very character^) Fd turn it all 
To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice : 
And thou must make a dullard of the world. 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it, 

Glo. Strong and fastened villain ! 

Would he deny his letter? — ^I never got him. 

ITrumpets within. 
Hark^ the duke's trumpets ! I know not why h« 

comes :— 
All ports I'll bar; the villain shall not 'scape; 
The duke must grant me that: besides, his picture 
I will send far and near^ that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him; and of my land. 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable.^ 

Enfer Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend ? since I came 

hither, 

(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange 

news. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short. 

Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord ? 

Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is 

crack'd ! 
Keg. What, did my father's godson seek your life ? 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ? 
Glo, O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid ! 

' Hand writing* ^ /. t. Capable of suceeding to my land. 

c c 2 
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Reg. Was he not companioa with the riotous 
knights 
That tend upon my father ? 

Glo. I know not^ madam: 

It is too bad^ too bad.-— 

Edm. Yes, madam, he was. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill afiected ; 
lis they have put him on the old man*s deaths 
To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 
I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well informed of them ^ and with such cautions. 
That, if they come to sojourn at my house, 
1*11 not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.— 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your fkdier 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo, He did bewray' his practice 5 ^ and received 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Corn, Is he pursued? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Corn, If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose. 
How in my strength you please. — For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself^ you shall be ours ; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir. 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

3 Betray. ^ Wicked purpose. > 
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Corn, You/know not why we came to visit you,— 
Reg, Thus out of season; threading. dark-ey*d 
night. 
Occasions^ noble Gloster^ of some poize>^ 
Wherein we must have use of your advice :— 
Our father he hath writ^ so hath our sister. 
Of (tifierences^ which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business. 
Which craves the instant use. 

Glo. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. lExeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Before Gloster's Castle, 

Enter Kent and Steward, sever ally. 

Stew, Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the 

house ? 
Kent, Ay. 

Stew, Where may we set our horses-? 
Kent, Y the mire. 

Stew, Pr'jrthee, if thou love me, tell me, 
Kent, I love thee not. 
Stew, Why, then I care not for thee. 
Kent, If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew, Why dost thou use me thus? I know thee not. 
Kent, Fellow, I know thee. 

5 Weight. 
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Stew. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave ^ a rascal, an eater of broken 
meats j a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, 
hundred-pound, filthy worsted-stocking knave; a 
li]y-liver*d, action-taking knave j a whorson, glass- 
gazing, superserviceable, finical rogue j one-trunk- 
inheriting slave ; one that would'st be a bawd, in way 
of good-service, and art nothing but the composition 
of a knave, beggar, coward, pandar, and the son 
and heir of a mongrel bitch : one whom I will beat 
into clamorous whining, if thou deny*st the least sel- 
lable of thy addition.^ 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thud to rail on one, that is neither known of thee> 
nor knows thee ? 

Kejtt. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to 
deny thou know'st me ? Is it two days ago, since I 
tripp*d up tliy heels, .and beat thee, before the king ? 
Draw, you rogue : for, though it be night, the moon 
shines; I'll make a sop o' the moonshine of you: 
Draw, you whorson cullionly barber-monger, draw. 

IDrawjng his Sword. 

Stexo. Away; I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent, Draw, you rascal: you come with letters 
against the king; and take vanity' the puppet's part, 
against the royalty of her father : Draw, you rogue, 
or I'll so carbonado ypur shanks : — draw, you rascal; 
come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! help ! 

Ktnt. Strike, you slave 3 stand, rogue, stand; you 
neat slave, strike, IBeating him. 

^ Titles. 7 A character in the old moralities. 
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Stew. Help, ho ! murder! murder! 

Enter Edmund, C(Jrnwall, Regan, Gloster^ 

and Servants, 

Edm. How now ? What's the matter ? Part. 

Kent, With you, goodman boy, if you please; 
come, m flesh youj come on, young master. 

Glo, Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here ? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies, that strikes again : What is the matter ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Com, What is your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your valour. 
You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee ; a tai- 
lor made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a 
man? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir j a stone-cutter, or a painter, 
could not have made him so ill, though they had 
been but two hours at the trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have 
spared. 
At suit of his grey beard, — 

Ketit. Thou whorson zed ! thou unnecessary letter ! 
—My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this 
unbolted^ villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
Jakes 9 with him. — Spare my grey beard, you wag- 
fail > 

Corn, Peace, sirrah ! 

• Unrefined. 9 Privy, 
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You beastly knave^ know yon no reverence } 
Kent, Yes, sir -, but anger has a privilege. 
Corn. Why art thou angry ? 
Kent, That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword^ 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these> 
Like rats^ oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinse ' t*unloose : smooth every 

passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fire^ snow to their colder moods 5 
Renege/ affirm^ and turn their halcyon^ beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters^ 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.*-* 
A plague upon your epileptick visage ! 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive'ye cackling home to Camelot.* 
Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 
Glo . How fell you oat ? 

Say that. 

Kent, No contraries hold more antipathy. 
Than I and such a knave. 

Corn, Why dost thou call him knave ? What's his 

pfFence ? 
Kent, His countenance likes mq not.* 

* Perplexed. * Disowned. 

3 The bird called the king-fisher9 which, when dried and 
hung up by a thread, is supposed to turn -his bill to the point 
from whence the wind blows. 

4 In Somersetshire where are bred great quantities of geese. 

5 /. e» Pleases me not. 
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Com. No more^ perchance^ does mine^ or his, or 
hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain 5 
I have seen better faces in my time. 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Corn, This is some fellow. 

Who, having been prais*d for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness > and constrains the garb. 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he !— - 
An honest mind and plain,— -he must speak truth i 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he*s plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends. 
Than twenty silly^' ducking .observants. 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent, Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity. 
Under the allowance of your grand aspect. 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant Arc 
On flickering Phoebus' front, — 

Com, What mean'st by this ! 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : he 
that beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave j 
which, for my part, I will not be, though I should 
win your displeasure to entreat me to it. 

Com. What was the oflence you gave him ? 

Stew. Never any : 

It pleas'd the king his master," very late. 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 

^ Simple or rustick. 
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Tripp'd me behind; being down, insulted, rail'd. 
And put upon him such a deal of man. 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu'd ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit. 
Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowardsj 

But Ajax is their fool.'' 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart. 
We'll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king 3 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 
Stocking his messenger. 

Corn, Fetch forth the stocks : 

As Tve life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night 
too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[^Stocks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of: — Come, bring away the stocks. 

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't : your purposed low correctioA 
Is such, as basest and contemned'st-wretchesj, 

7 i. e, Ajax is a fool to theia. 
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For pilferings and most commion trespasses^ 
Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill^ ^ 
That he's so slightly valued in his messenger^ 
Should have him thus restrain*d. 

Corn. 1*11 answer that ' 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abus^d^ assaulted^ 
for following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the Stocks, 
Come^ my good lord j away. 

lExeunt Regan and Cornwall. 

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; *tis the duke*g 
pleasure. 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopped : I'll entreat for thee. 

Kent. Pray, do npt, sir; I have watch'd, and tra- 
velled hard > 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 

G/o. The ^duke's to blame in this} 'twill be ill 
taken. ^Exit, 

Kent. Good king, that i^ust approve the common 
saw!* 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter ! — ^Nothing almost sees miracles. 
But misery } — I know 'tis from Cordelia ; 
Who ha^ most fortunately been inform'd 

* Saying or proyerb* 



384 KING LEAR. Act II. 

Of my obscared coarse ; and shall find tune 
From this enonnoos state^ — seekii^ to give 
Losses their remedies : — All weary and o'er-watcfa*d, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn thy 
wheel ! [Ife iktps, 

SCENE III. 
A Part of tie Heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg, I heard myself proclaim*d j 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree. 
Escaped the hunt. No port is free > no place. 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 
Does not attend my taking. While I may scape, 
I will preserve myself : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape. 
That every penury, in contempt of man, 
brought near to beast : my face Til grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins j elf "^ all my hair in knots ; 
And with presented nakedness outface 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their nuihb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks,* nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 

* Hadr thus knottedy was supposed to be the work of elves ani 

fairies in the night. 
> Skewers. 
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Poor pelting villages, sheep cotes and mills. 
Sometime with lunatick bans,* sometime with prayers. 
Enforce their charity. — Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom ! 
That's something yet 3 — Edgar I nothing am. [Eait^ 

SCENE IV. 

Before Gloster's Castle. 

En^er Lear, Fool, awe? Gentleman. 

Lear. 'Tis strange, that they should so depart from 
home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I leani*d. 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee^ noble master ! 

Lear. How! 
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

FooL Ha, ha; look! he wears cruel ^ garters! 
Horses are tied by the heads 3 dogs, and bears, by the 
neck ; monkies by the loins, and men by the legs : 
when a man is over-lusty at legs^ then he wears 
wooden nether-stocks.'* 

Lear. Whats he, that hath so much thy place mis« 
took 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and slie. 

Your son and daughter. 

^ Curses. 3 a quibble on erewel^ wonted, 

4- The Qld woid for stockinf s. 
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Lear. No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent. I say, jrea. 

Z>«r. No, no j they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear no. 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't j 
They could not, would not do*t; 'tis worse than 

murder. 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou migbt*st deserve, or they impose, this usage. 
Coming from us. - 

Kent, My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place that showed 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeling post> 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations 3 
Delivered letters, spite of intermission. 
Which presently they read : on whose contents. 
They summoned up their meiijy,^ straight took horse; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer 5 gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger. 
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Display'd so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew j 

' 5 People, train or retinu«» 
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He rais'd the house with loud and Coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

FooL Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly 
that way. 
Fathers, that wear rags, , 

Do make their children hlind; 
But fethers, that bear bags. 

Shall see their children kind. « 
Fortune, that arrant whore. 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. — 
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours^ for 
thy daughters, as thou can'st tell in a year. 
Lear. O, how this mother ' swells up toward my 
heart! 
Hysterica passio / down, thou climbing sorrow. 
Thy element's below ! — ^Where is this daughter ? 
Kent. With the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not ; 

Stay here. lEait. 

Gent. Mdde you no more offence than what you 

speak of? 
Kent. None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 

FooL An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that 
question, thou hadst well deserved it. 
Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach 
thee there's no labouring in the winter. All that fol- 
low their noses are led by their eyes, but blind men; 

6 A quibble between do/purs and dollart. % 
7 The disease called the m^thtr. 
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and tliere^s not a nose among twenty, bnt can smell 
him that's stinking. Let go thy hold^ when a great 
wheel runs down a hill^ lest it break thy neck with 
following it 'y but the great one that goes up the hil|^ 
let him draw thee after. When a wise man gives 
thee better counsel, give me mine again : I would 
have none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 
That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form. 
Will pack, when it begins to rain. 

And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will tarryi the foci will stay. 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away 5 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent, Where leam'd you this, fool ? 
FooL Not r the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, with Gloster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are sick? 
they are weary ? 
They have travell'd hard to-night ? Mere fetches; 
The images of revolt and flying off ! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo^ My dear lord. 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 

Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confusion!— 
Fiery? what quality ? Why Gloster, Gloster, 
I*d speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo. Well, my good lord, I have informed them so. 
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Lear. Infbrm'd them ! Dost thou understand me^ 
man ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear, The king would speak with Cornwall j the 
dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her ser« 
vice : 

Are they informed of this ? ^My breath and 

blood !— 
Fiery ? the fiery dulj.e ?— Tell the hot duke, that— 
No, but not yet :— may be, he is not well : . 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 
Whereto our health is bound 3 we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppressed, commands the nund 
To suffer with the body : 1*11 forbear 5 
And am fallen out with my more headier will. 
To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — ^Death on my state ! wherefore 

[Looking o« Kent. 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me. 
That this remotion* of the duke and her 
Is practice ^ only. Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I*d speak with them. 
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum. 
Till it cry — Sleep to death. 

Glo. I*d have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart! — ^but, 
down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 

,• Removing from their own house. 9 Artifice. 
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eels, when she put them I* the {>a8te' alive ^ she 
rapp'd 'em o*the coxcombs with a stick, and cry*d, 
Dowti wantons, down : 'Twas her brother, that in 
pure kindness to his horse, butter*d his haj. 

Enter Cornwall, Rsoak, Gloster, and 

Servants, 

Lear. Good morrow .to you both. 
Com, Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent is set at Liberty. 
Reg, I am glad to see your highness. 
Lear, Regan, I think you are; I know what rea- 
son 
I hare to think so : if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb. 
Sepulchring an adultress. — O, are you free i 

[To Keht. 
Some other time for that. — ^Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth*d unkindness, like a vulture here,— - 

[Points to kis Heart. 
I can scarce speak to thee ; thoult not believe. 

Of how deprav*d a quality O Regan ! 

Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience; 1 have hope, 
You less know how to value her desert. 
Than she to scant* her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that ? 

Reg, I cannot think, my sister In the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance. 
She have restrained the riots of your foUowers, 
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end; 

> Crust of a pye. ^ Be wanting in. 
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• 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Reg, O, sir, you are old j 

Natm-e in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul*d, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you. 
That to our sister you do make return 3 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house :^ 
Dear daughter, I confess that I am old; 
Age is vnnecessaty : on my knees I beg, [Kneeling. 
That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 

Reg, Good sir, no more 3 these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan: 

She hath abated me of half my train ', 
Look*d black upon me 3 struck me with her tongue. 
Most seipent-like, upon the very heart :•— 
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Com, Fye,fye, fye! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty. 
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun. 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg, O the blest gods ! 

3 The order of families. 
D D 2 
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So will you wish on me^ when the rash .mood's oa. 

Lear. No, Regan> thou shalt neter have my curse; 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o*er to harshness^ her eyes are fierce^ but thine 
Do comfort, and not bum : 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off iny train. 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,^ 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Efiects of courtesy, dues of gratitude; 
Thy half o*the kingdom hast thou not foigot. 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg' Good sir, to the purpose. 

\TrumpeU wUkk, 

Lear. Who put my man i* the stocks ? 

Com. What trumpet's that? 

EnUr Steward. 

R£g. I know't, my sister's : this approves her letter, 
That she would soon be here.^-Is your lady come? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : 

Out, varlet, from my sight! 

Com, What meaiis your grace? 

Lear. Who stock'd my servant ? Regan, I have 
good hope 

Thou didst not know oft. — ^Who comes here? 

heavens, 

\ - 

* Contract my allowances. 
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Enier Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow^' obedience,* if yourselves are old. 
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part !— » 
Art not asham*d to look upon this beard ? — 

\To GOKERIL. 

O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I 
ofllended ? 
All*s not ofience, that indiscretion finds. 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O, sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold? — ^How came my man i* tht 
stocks ? 

Com. I set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv'd much less advancement. 

Lear, You! did you? 

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month. 
You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me 5 
I am now from home, and out of that provisioix 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men dismissed ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage' against the enmity o*the air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch ! — Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded Prance, that dowerless took 

• Approve. ^ War. 
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Oar youngest bom^ I could as well be brought 
To knee his throoe> and^ squire-like^ pension beg 
To keep base life afoot : — Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter ' 
To this detested groom. ^Looking on the Steward. 

Gon. At your choice^ sir. 

Lear» I pr'ythee^ daughter^ do not make me mad) 
I will not trouble thee> my child; farewell: 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my bloody my daughter j 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my fleshy 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boU^ 
A plague-sore, an embossed 9 carbuncle. 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Mend, when thou canst 5 be better, at thy leisure: 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan^ 
I, and my hundred knights. 

Reg, Not altogether so, sirj 

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your f : welcome : Give ear, sir, to my sister 3 
For those that mingle reason with your passion. 
Must be content to think you old, and so-— 
But she knows what she does. 

Jjcar, Is this well spoken now-' 

Reg. 1 dare avouch it, sir: What, fifty followers' 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many? sith^ that both charge and dangei 

' A aorse that carries necessaries on a journey. 9 Swelliog. 
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Speak 'gainst so great a number? How^ in one 

house^ 
Should many pepple, under two commands^ 
Hold amity ? "Ds hard 5 almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive atr 
tendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd to 
slack you. 
We could control them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty 5 to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all— 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number : What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty, E^an? said you so ? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with 
me. 

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well-fa- 
vour*d. 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst. 
Stands idi some rank of praise: — ^I'U go with thee; 

[To GONERIL. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon, Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five. 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a conunand to tend you ? 
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ACT nL 

SCEXE I. JHeafk. 

A Storm is heard, witi Tkmmicr md Ugkimmg. 
Enter Kext, amd a Geotieman^ WKctimg, 

Kent, \Mio's here, beside fool weather ? 

Gent. One minded like the weather^ most un* 
qaietly. 

Kent. I know you; Where's the king ? 

Gent. Contending lii-ith the firetfbl elenKot: 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea^ 
Or swell the curled waters 'hove the main^ 
That things might change^ or cease : tears his white 

hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fiiry^ and make nothing of : 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear* would 

couch. 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonnetted he runs^ 
And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool 3 who labours to outjest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent, Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my art,-* 

3 Whose dugs are drawn dry by it's young. 
^ Which teaches us <* to find the mind's construction in the 

face." 
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Commend a dear thing to you. There U division^ 

Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 

With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Ck>rnwall; 

Who have (as who have not, that their great stars 

Thron*d and set high?) servants, who seem no lessj 

Which are to France the spies and speculations 

Intelligent of our state; what hath been seen^ 

Either in snuffs and packings ^ of the dukes ; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 

Against the old kind king ; or something deeper^ 

Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings;^ — 

[But, true it is, from France there comes a power 

Into this scattered kingdom ; who already. 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 

In some of our best ports, and are at point 

To show their open banner, — ^Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 

Some that will thank you, making just report , 

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 

The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 

This office to you.] 

Gent, I will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring j 

s Sfiufs are dislikes, and packings underhand contrivancM. 

^ Samples. 
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And she will tell you who your fellow'' is 
That 3ret you do not know. Fye on this storm ! 
I will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand: Have you no more to 
say? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet; 
That, When we have found the king, (in which your 

pain 
That way -, Til this;) lie that first lights on him. 
Holla the other. ' [Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II. 
Another Part of the Heath, Storm continues. 

Enter Lea R and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage! 
blow ! 

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drenched our steeples, drown'd the 
cocks! 

You sulphurous andthought-executing* fires 

Vaiint couriers 9 to oak-cleaving thundef -bolts. 

Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thun- 
der. 

Strike flat the thick rotundity o'the world! 

Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 

That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool, O nuncle, court holy- water ' in a dry house 

is better than this rain-water out o'door. Good nuncle, 

7 Companion. ^ Qdick as thought. 9 Anjant couriers^ French. 
> A proverbial phrase for fair word*. 
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in^ and ask thy daughter s blessiug; here's a night 
pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire! spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
1 tax not you, you elements, with unkinduess^ 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children. 
You owe me no subscription ^^ why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure 5 here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man :— 
But yet I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high engender'd battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! *tis foul ! 

Fool. He that has a hou^e to put his head in, has 
a good head-piece. 

The cod'piece that mil house. 

Before the head has any. 
The head and he shall louse ;— • 

So beggars marry many. 
The man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should makcy 
Shall of a corn cry woe. 
And turn his sleep to wake. 
—for there was never yet fair woman^ but she mad^ 
mouths in a glass. 

Enter Kent. 

Ijear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, I 
will say nothing. . 
Kent. Who's there ? 

* Obedience^ 
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: Fool' Marry, here's grace^ and a cod-^pksoe ; that's 
a wise man, and a fool. 

Kent* Alas, sir, are you here ? thii^ that love 
night. 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Gallow ' the very wanderers of the dark. 
And make them keep thebr caves : Since 1 was man, 
Such sheets of £re, such bursts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man*8 nature cannot 

carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother'^ o*er oar heads. 
Find out their enemies now. Tremible^ thou wretch. 
That hast within thee undi\'ulged crimes, 
Unwhipp*d of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou perjured, and thou simul^^ man of virtue 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming^ 
Hast practised on man*s life ! — Close pent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace.' — ^I am a man. 
More sinn*d against, than sinning. 

'Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest^ 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd j 
Which even but now, demanding^ after you, 

3 Scare or faghten. ^ Blustering noise. ^ Counterfeit. 
* Appearance. 7 Favour. ^ Enquiry. 
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Denied me to come in J retom, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear, My wits begin to tum^— ' 

Come on, my boy: How dost, my boy ? Art cold? 
I am cold myself.— Where is this straw, my fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your 

hovel. 
Poor fok>l and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has a little tiny >wit, — 

With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain,-^ 
Must make content with his fortunes Jit ; 
For the rain it raineth every day, 9 
Lear, True, my good boy. — Come, bfing us to 
this hovel. [^Exeunt Lea r a7id Kent. 
Fool, This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. 
— ^I'll speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more in word than matter j 
When brewers mar their malt with watery 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors -, 
No hereticks bum'd, but wenches' suitois : 
When every case in law is right -, 
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight 5 
When slanders do not live in tongues ; 
Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 
When usurers tell their gold i* the field ; 
And bawds and whores do churches build 5—* 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 

9 Part of the Clown's song in Twdfth Night, 
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Then comes the time^ who lives to see't> 
That going shall be us'd with feet. 
This prophecy Merlin shall make 3 for I live befoif 
his time. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 
A Room in Gloster's Castle^ 

Enter Oldster and Edmvihd, 

Glo. Alack^ alack^ Edmund^ I like not this unna- 
tural dealing : When I desired their leave that I 
might pity him, they took from me the use of mine 
owp house; charged me, on pain of their perpetual 
displeasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for him, 
nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural ! 

Glo, Go to; say you nothing: There is division 
between the dukes; and a worse matter than that: 
I have rw»ived ^ letter this night ; — 'tis dangerous to 
be spoken ;-^I have locked the letter in my closet : 
these injuries the king now bears will be revenged 
home; there is 'part of a power already footed: ' we 
must incline to the king. I will seek him, and pri- 
vily relieve him : go you, and maintain talk with the 
duke, that my charity be not of him perceived : If he 
ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I die for it, 
as no less is threatened me, the king my old master 
must be relieved. There is some strange thing toward; 
Edmund ; pray you, be careful. [Exii, 

Edm, This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 

' A force already landed. 
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Instantly know; and of that letter too :— 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses 5 no less than all : 
'The younger rises, when the old doth fall. * [Exit, 



SCENE IV. , 

A Part of the Heath, with a Hovel, 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent, Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, 
enter : 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. {Storm still, 

Lear* Let me alone. 

Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent, I'd rather break mine own : Good my lord, 
enter. 

Lear, Thou think'st ^'tis much, that this conten- 
tious storm « 
Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee 3 
But where the greater malady is fix'd. 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thoud'st sliun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When the 

mind's free. 
The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, ^ 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 

VOL. IX. E E 
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For lifting food to't ? — But' I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure : — 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,— 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that; 
No more of that, — 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — ^But I'll go in : 
In, boy 5 go first.-T-[ro the Fool.] You houseless po- 
verty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll sleep. — 

[Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 
How shall your houseless heads, *and unfed sides. 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these? 0,*I have ta'en 
Too littie care of this ! Take physick, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them. 
And show the heavens more just. 

Edg. IfVithin.'] Fathom and half, fathom and half ! 
Poor Tom ! 

[The Fool runs out frojn the Hovrl. 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a spirit. 
Help me, help me ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand. — ^Who's there ? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit; he says his name's poor 
Tom. 
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Kmt. What art thou that dost grumble there Tthe 
straw? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a Madman. 

Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows mel-^ 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.-^- 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou givep all to thy two daughters ? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg, Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire ; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew 5 set ratsbane by his porridge 3 made him 
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting-horse over 
four-inched bridges, to course his own shadow for a 
traitor : — Bless thy ^ve wits ! Tom*s a-cold. — Q, do 
de, do de, do de. — Bless thee from whirlwinds, star- 
blasting, and taking !* Do poor Tom some charity, 
whom the foul fiend vexes : There could I have him 
now, — ^and there, — and there, — ^and there again, and 
there. \_Storm continues^ 

Lear, What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pass ? — 
Could'st thou save nothing ?. Did'st thou give them 
all? 

Fool, Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

*To take is to blast, or strike with malignant influence. 

£ « 2 
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Lear, Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear, Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd 
nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.— 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg, Pillicock sat on pillicock's-hill 5— 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Tool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg, Take heed o'the foul fiend : Obey thy pa- 
rents 3 keep thy word justly 3 swear not 5 commit not 
with man's sworn spouse \ set not thy sweet heart 
on proud array : Tom's a-cold. 

Lear, What hast thou been ? 

Edg, A serving-man, proud in heart and mindj 
that curled my hair \ wore gloves in my cap,' served the 
lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of dark- 
ness with her 5 swore as many oaths as I spake words, 
and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : one, that 
slept in the contriving of lust, and waked to do it : 
Wine loved I deeply 3 dice dearly 5 and in woman, 
out-paramoured the Turk: False of heart, light of 
ear, bloody of hand ; Hog in sloth, fox in stealdb, 
wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in prey. Let 
not the creaking of shoes, nor the rustling of silks, 

3 It was the custom to wear gloves in the hat, as. the 
favour of a mistress. 



Scene IV. KING LEAR. 409 

betray thy poor heart to women : Keep thy foot out 
of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from 
lenders' books, and defy the foul fiend. — Still 
through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: Says 
suum, mun, ha no nonny, dolphin my boy, my boy, 
sessa^ let him trot by. [Storm still continues* 

Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, than to 
answer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the 
skies. — Is man no more than this ? Consider him well: 
Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 
sheep no wool, the cat no perfume : — Ha ! here's 
three of us are sophisticated ! — ^Thou art the thing 
itself: unaccommodated man is no more but such a 
poor, bare, forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you 
[endings : — Come j unbutton here.'* 

[Tearing off his Clothes^ 

Tool. Pr*ythee, nuncle, be contented 5 this is a 
naughty night to swim in. — Now a little fire in a 
wild field were like an old lecher's heart ; a small 
spark, all the rest of his body cold. — Look, here 
comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock} he 
gives the web and the pin,^ squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip^ mildews the white wheat, and 
hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Saint IVit hold ^ footed thrice the wold^"^ 
He met the night-mare, and heir nine-fold; 

♦ The words unbutton here, are probably only a marginal 
(direction crept into the matter. 5 Diseases of the eye. 

6 A Saint said to protect his devotees from the disease 
called the night mare* 

7 Wild downs, so called in various parts of England. 
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Bid her alight, 
' And her troth plight. 
And, aroint thee,* witch, aroint thee ! 
Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, with a Torch, 

Lear. What's he > 

Kent, Who's there ? What is't you seek ? 
Glo, What are you there ? Your names ? 
Edg, Poor Tom 3 that eats the swimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the watery' 
that; in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for sallets 5 swallows the old 
rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of 
the standing pool; who is whipped from tythingto 
ty thing,' and stocked, punished, and imprisoned 3 
who hath had three suits to l^is back, six shirts to his 
body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear. 
But mice, and rats, and such small deer. 
Have been Tom* s food for seven long year. 
Beware my follower :— Peace, Smolkinj* peace, 
thou fiend \ 
Glo, What, hath your grace no better company? 
Edg, The prince of darkness is a gentleman; 
Modo he's call'd, and MahuJ 

Glo, Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so 
vile. 
That it doth hate what gets it. 
Edg, Poor Tom's a-cold. 

8 Avaunt. 5 /. e. The water-newt. 

' A ty thing is a division of a county. 
* Name of a spirit, 3 The chief devil* 
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GIo, Go in with mej my duty cannot sutler 
To obey in all your daughter's hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have I ventured to come seek you out. 
And bring you where botli fire and food is ready. 

Lear, First let me talk with this philosopher :— 
What is the cause of. thunder ? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer; 
Go into the house. 

lA'ar. ril talk a word with this same learned The- 
ban : 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord. 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

do. Can*st thou blame him? 

His daughters seek his death: — Ah, that good 

Kent !— 
He said it would be thus : — Poor banish'd man ! — 
Thou say'st, the king grows mad^ I'll tell thee, 

friend, 
I am almost mad myself: I had a son. 
Now outlaw'd from my blood ; he sought my life. 
But lately, very late -, I lov'd him, friend, — 
No father his son dearer: true to tcU thee, 

IStonu contint^s. 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ! 
] do beseech your grace,— 

Ijear. O, cry you mercy. 

Noble philosopher^ your company. 
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Edg, Tom*s a-cold. 

Glo, In, fellow, there, to the hovel : keep thee 

warm. 
Lear. Ck)me, let's in all. 
Kent. " This way, my Iprd. 

Ijcar, With himj 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, sooth him 3 let him take the 

fellow. 
G/o. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on 5 go along with us. 
l£ar. Come, good Athenian. 
Glo. No words, no words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Child* Rowland to the dark tower came. 
His word was still, — Fie, f oh, andfum, 
I smell the blood of a British man. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
A Hooni in Gloster's Castle, 

■ • 

Enter Cornwall and Edmund. 

Corn^ I will have my revenge, ere I depart his 
. house. 

Edfn. How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me 
to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
brother^s evil disposition made him seek his death; 

4 CJbiU is an old term for knight. 



Scene VL KING LEAR. 4is 

but a provoking merit, set a-work by a reproveable 
badness in himself. 

Edin, How malicious is my fortune, that I must 
repent to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, 
which approves him an intelligent party to the ad- 
vantages of France. O heavens! that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector ! 

Com, Go with me to tlie duchess, 

Edm. If die matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty business in hand. 

Corn, True, or false, it hatK made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our apprehension. 

Edm. lAside,'] If I find him comforting the king, 
it will stuff his suspicion^ more fully. — I will persevere 
in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore 
between that arfd my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee 5 and thou shall 
^nd a dearer father in my love. lExeunt, 



SCENE VI. 
A Chamber in a Farm-House, adjoining the Castle, 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo, Here is better than the open air 5 take it 
tliankfdlly : I will piece out the comfort with what 
addition I can : I will not be long from you. 

Kent, All the power of his wits has given way to 
his impatience: — ^The gods reward your kindness! 

[Exit Gloster. 

Edg. Fraterctto calls me 5 and tells me, Nero is an 
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angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent,^ and 
beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a ma^iman 
be a gentleman^ or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A king^ a king ! 

Fool. No ', he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to 
his son: for he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son a 
gentleman before him. 

Ltar. To have a tliousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon them : — 

Edg, The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad, that trusts in the tameness of a 
wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath, 

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them 
straight : — 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer^ 

[To Edgar. 
Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [To tJie Fool.]— -Now, 
you she foxes ! — 
Edg. Look, where he stands and glares!^— 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ? 

Come o\'r the bourn, '^ Bessy, to me: 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak. 
And she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee, 
Edg. The fpul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for 

5 Addressed to the Fool, who were anciently called In- 
nocents* 

^ Edgar is speaking in the character of a madman, wh» 
thinks he sees the fiend. 

7 Brook or rivulet. 



\ 
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two white herring. Croak not, black angel 5 I 
have no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you, sir ? Stand you not so amaz*d : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear, 1*11 see their trial first : — Bring in the evi- 
dence. — 
Thou robbed man of justice, take thy place 5 

[To Edgar. 
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the Fool. 
Bench by his side : — ^You are of the commission. 
Sit you too. J^Fo Kent« 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Skepestj or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 

Thy sheep be in the corn ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth. 
Thy sheep shall take no harm. 
Pur ! the cat is grey. 

" Lear. Arraign her first j 'tis Goneril. I here takd 
my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked 
the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress } Is your name Go- 
neril ? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 
Ijcar. And here's another, whose warp'd looks pro- 
claim 
What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire ! — Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ? 
FAg, Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity! — Sir, where is the patience now. 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 
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Edg. My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. [A^de, 

Lear, The little dogs and all, ^ 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 
Edg, Tom will throw his head at them : — -Avaunt, 
you curs ! 

Be thy moutli or black or white. 
Tooth that poisons if it bite 5 
Mastiff, grey-hound, mongrel grim. 
Hound,, or spaniel, brach, or lym 5* 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail -, 
Tom will make tliem weep dnd wail : 
For, with throwing tlius my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and 
fairs, and market towns i-^-Poor, Tom, thy horn is 
dry, 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Reg^n, see what 
breeds about her heart : Is there any cause 'm nature, 
that makes these hard hearts ? — ^You, sir, I entertain 
you for one of my hundred j only, I do not like the 
fashion of your garments : you will say, they are 
Persian attire^ but let them be changed. 

' - [To Edgar. 
K€?if, Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 
awhile, 

Lear, Make no noise, make no noise 5 draw the 
curtains : So, so, so : We'll go^to supper i' the morn- 
ing: So, so, so. 

Fool, And I'll go to bed at noon. 

* A blood-hound. 



SccRc VL KING LEAR. 417 

Re-enter Gloster, 

do. Come hither, friend r Where is the king mj 

master ? 
Kent. Here, sir 5 but trouble him not, his wits are 

gone. 
Gio, Good friend, I pry thee take him in thy 
arms; 
I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him': 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't. 
And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt 

meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master : 
If thou should* st dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take upj 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kents Oppressed nature sleeps :— 

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken senses. 
Which, if convenience will not allow. 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master ; 
Thou must not stay behind. [2b the Fool. 

Glo, Come, come, away. 

{_Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, 
bearing off the King, 
Edg, When we- our betters see bearing our woes. 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i* the mind ; 
Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip. 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
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How light and portable my pain seems now. 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king 

bow 5 
He childed, as 1 father'd ! — ^Tom, away : 
Mark the high noises >9 and thyself bewray,' 
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe scape the king! 
Lurk, lurk. lEiiL 

SCENE VII. 

A Room in Gloster's Castle. 

Enter Cornwall, Regax'T, Goneril, Edmund, 

and Servants, 

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband,- 
show him this letter : — the army of France is landed :— 
Seek out the villain Gloster. 

lExcunt some of the Servants, 

Reg, Hang him instantly. 

Gon, Pluck out his eyes. 

Com, Leave him to my displeasure. — ^Edmund, 
keep you our sister company 5 the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father, are nol fit 
for your beholding. Advise the duke, where you 
are going, to a niost festinate preparation j we are 
bound to the like. Our posts shall be swift, and in- 
telligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear, sister ; — farewell, 
my lord of Gloster.* 

9 The great events that are approaching. 

* Betray, discover. 

* Meaning Edmund invested with his father's title* 
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Enter Steward. 

» » 

How now ? Where's the king ? 

- Stew. My lord of Gloster hath conveyhim'd hence : 

Some five or six and thirty of his knights. 

Hot questrists ' after him, met him at gate ; 

Who, with some other of the lord's dependants. 

Are gone with him towards Dover -, where they boast 

To have well-armed friends. 

Corn, Get horses for your mistress. 

Goji, Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

llircunt GoNEiiiL and Edmund. 
Corn. Edmund, farewell. — Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[^Exeiint other Servants, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy ^ to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The 
traitor ? 

Re-enter Servants, with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 
Corn. Bind fast his corky ^ arms. 
Clo. What mean your graces ?— Gcod my 
friends, consider 
You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants hind him, 

Reg. Hard, hard :— O filthy traitor ! ' 

3 Enquirers. 4 Bend to our wrath. s Deceitful. 
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Glo, Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 

Corn, To this chair bind him : — Villain, thoushalt 
find — [Regan plucks his Beard, 

, 67o. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. ^ 

Ri'g, So white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo, * Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which tliou dost ravish from my chin. 
Will quicken,^' and accuse thee : I am your host j 
With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours ' 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Corn, Come, sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Keg, Be simple-answer'd, for we know the trudi. 

Corn, And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors 
Late footed in the kijigdom ? 

Reg, To whose hands have you sent the lunitick 
king? 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guesshigly set down. 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart. 
And not from one oppos'd* 

Corn, Cunning. 

Reg, And false. 

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Glo, To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore 

To Dover! Wast thou not charg*d at thy peril — 
Co/71. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him firt answer 

that. 

* Lite. ' Features. 



-* • 
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Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the 

course. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes 3 nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up. 
And quench'd the stelled^ fires ; yet, poor old heart, 
* He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at tliy gate howl'd that stern time. 
Thou should'st have said. Good porter, turn the key; 
All cruels else subscribed :9 — ^But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Corn, See it shalt thou never : — Fellows, hold the 
chair : 
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. 

[Gloster is held down hi his Chair, while 
Co Rua w ALL plucks out one of his Eyes, and 
sets his Foot on it. , 

Glo. He, tliat will think to live till he be old. 
Give me some help : — O cruel ! O ye gods ! 

Reg. One side will mock another 5 the other too. 
Corn. If you see vengeance, — 
Sen\ Hold your hand, my lord : 

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child 5 
But better service have I never done you. 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you dog? 

^ Starred. 
* Yieldeclj submitted to the neceisity of the occasion. 
VOL. IX. F F 
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m 

Sen. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I*d shake it on tliis quarrel : What do you mean ? 
Corn. My villain ! IDroKs, and runs at him. 

Scrv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 
iDraws. Theyjight. Cornwall is wounded. 
Reg. Give me thy sword. — [To another Serv.] A 
peasant stand up thus I 
[Snatches a Suord, comes behind, and stabs him. 
Serv. O, I am slain ! — My lord, you have one eyt 
left 
To see some mischief on him: — O ! [Dia. 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it : — iOut, liie 
jelly ! 
Where is thy lustre now ? 

[Tears out Gloster's other Eye, and throws it 
on the Ground. 
Glo. All dark and comfortless. — ^Where's my son 
Edmund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 
To quit ' this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 

Thou cairst on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture* of thy treasons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies ! 

Then Edgar was abus'd.— 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and pirosper him ! 

jRe^. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is*t, my lord ? How look 
you ? 

s Requite. * Laid opea« 
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Corn, I have received a hurt :— Follow me, lady.-^ 
Turn out that eyeless villain 5 — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan^ I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, led by Regak 3 — Servants 
unbind Gloster, and lead him out. 

1 Serv. I'll never care what wickedness I do. 
If this man comes to good. 

2 Serv. If she live long. 
And, in the end, meet the old course of death. 
Women will all turn monsters. 

1 Serv, Let's follow the old earl, and get the Bed- 

lam' 
To lead him where he would , his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Serv. Go thou 3 I'll fetch some flax, and whites 

of eggs. 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help 
him ! [Exeunt severally. 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. The Heath. 

Enter ^DQ XB,, 

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd. 
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd;^ To be worst. 
The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune, 

3 Madman. 

♦ /. f. It is better to be thus contemn'd and know it, than to 

be flatter'd by those who secretly contemn us* 

F F 2 
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Stands still in esperance,^ lives not in fear ? 

The lamentable change is from the best; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then. 

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst. 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here ?— 

Enter Gloster, led by an old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? — World, world, O world! 
But tliat tliy strange mutations ^ make us hate thee. 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man, O my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant, and your father's tenant, these fourscore jears. 

Glo. Away, get thee away 5 good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glo. 1 have no way, and therefore want no Qye^'^ 
I stumbled when 1 saw : Full oft *tis seen. 
Our mean secures us 5 and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities.— Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see tliee in my touch, 
I'd say, 1 had eyes again ! 

Old Man, How now ? Who's there? 

£dg. [AsidcJ] O gods ! Who is't can say, I am at 
the worst ? 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man, Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. l^Aside,'] And worse I may be yet: Tbe 
worst is not, 

S In hope. * Changeg. 
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So long as we can say. This is the worst. 

Old Man, Fellow, where goest? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
I* the last night's storm I such a fellow sawj 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Game then into my mind j and yet my mind 
Was tlien scarce friends with him : I have heard 

more since : 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to tlie gods ; 
They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this be ?— 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang'ring itself and others. lAsidc.'] — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Glo. Is that the naked tellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : If, for my sake. 
Thou wilt overtake us, hence a mile or twain, 
I' the way to Dover, do it for ancient love } 
And bring some covering for this naked soul. 
Whom I'll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he's mad. 

- Glo, 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the 

blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure 5 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel tliat I have, 
*Come on't what will. [/ilavY. 

Gh. Sirrah, naked fellow. 
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Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold — I cannot daub' itiiirther. 

l^Aside, 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. lAsidc,'] And yet I must. — ^Bless thy sweet 
eyes, they bleed. 

do. Know' St thou the way to Dover? 

Edg, Both stile and gate, horse-way, and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits : Bless the good man from the foul fiend ! Five 
fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as 
Obidicut; Hobbididance, prince of dumbness 3 Mahu, 
of stealing 3 Modo, of murder ^ and Flibbertigibbet, of 
mopping and mowing j who since possesses chamber- 
maids and waiting- women. So, bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the heaven's 
plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched. 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still ! 
Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man. 
That slaves your ordinance,* that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So distribution should undo excess. 
And each man have enough. — ^Dost thou know Dover ? 

Edg, Ay, master, 

G/o. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it. 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear. 
With something rich about me : from that place 

7 Disguise. 
B /. e. To make it subject to us, instead of acting in obedience 

to it. 
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I shall no leading need. 

Edg, Give me thy arm 5 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. lExeunf. 

SCENE II. 

Before the Duke of Albany's Palace, 

Enter GO'S ^RiL a/ic? Edmund 5 Steward weef/w^ 

th€7n» 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild hus- 
band 
Not met us on the way : — Now, where* s your master ? 

Stem. Madam, within; but never man so chang'd: 
I told him of the army that was landed 5 
He smil'd at it : I told him, you were coming ; 
His answer was. The worse : of Gloster's treacheiy. 
And of the loyal service of his son. 
When I informed him, then he call'd me sot ; 
And told me, I had tum'd the wrong side out' : — 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him; 
What like, oflfensive. 

Gon, Then shall you go no further. 

[To Edmund. 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit. 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs. 
Which tie him to an answer : Our wishes, on the way. 
May prove effects.' Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 

9 i. e. Our wishes on the road may be completed. 
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Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistresses command. Wear this 3 spare speech 5 

[Giving a Faxour, 
Decline your head : tliis kiss, if it durst speak. 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air 5—^ 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Earn, Yours in the ranks of death. 
Oon. My most dear Gloster ! 

[Exit Edmund. 
O, the diflcrence of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman's services are due 3 my fool 
' Usurps my bed. 

Stew, Madam, here comes my lord. 

[_Exit Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Con, I have been wortli the whistle.' 

-rilb. O Goneril ! 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face — I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin. 
Cannot be bordcr'd certain in itself 3 
She tliat herself will sliver* and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon, No more: tlie text is foolish. 

Alb, Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile: 
Fdths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 

« Worth calling for. * Tear off. 



Scene IT. KING LEAR. 429 

Tigers, not daughters, what have you perfprm*d ? 

A fatlier, and a gracious aged man. 

Whose reverence the head-lugg*d bear would lick. 

Most barbarous, raost degenerate ! have you madded. 

Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that tlie heavens do not tlieir visible spirits 

Send quickly down to tame these vile offences. 

Twill come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself. 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Con. Milk-liver'd man ! 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy sufferings that not know'st. 
Fools do those villains pity, who are punish'd 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's tliy druni ? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land j 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats 5 

Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit'st still, and cry'st> 

Alack ! "shy does he so t- 

Alb. See thyself, devil ! 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 

So horrid, as in woman. 

Gon, O vain fool ! 

Al^, Thou changed and self-covcr'd thing, for 
shame, 

Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 

To let these hands obey my blood,* 

They are apt enough to dklocate and tear 

Thy flesh and bones ; — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 

^ Inclination. 



432 KING LEAR. Act IV. 

Over her passion 5 who, most rebel-like> 
Sought to be king"Z)*er her. 

Kent. . O, then it mov'd her. 

Gent. Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day: Thpse happy smiles, 
Hjat play'd on her ripe lip, seem*d not to know 
What guests were in her eyeaj which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

Kent, Made she no verbal question?' 

Gent. Taith, onqe, or twice, she heav*d the name 
oi father 
Pantingly forth, as if it pressed her heart 5 
Cried, Sisters ! sisters /'—Shame of ladies ! sisters ! 
Kent ! father ! sisters ! What ? V the stonn ? i* the 

night? 
Let pit J/ not be believed !* — ^There she shook 
Tlie hely water from her heavenly eyes. 
And clamour moisten'd : then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kefit. It is the stars. 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ;^ 
Else one jself mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since? 

Gent. No. _ 

Kent, Was this before the king returned ? 

Gent. No, since. 

3 Discourse, conversation. 
♦/.*. Let not pity be supposed to exist. 5 Dispositiont. 
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Kent. Well, sir; The poor distress'd Lear is i' the 
town : 
Who gometirae, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Cent. Why, good sir ? 

Kent. A sovereign shame io elbows him : his own 
unkindness. 
That stripped her from his benediction, turn*d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent, Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kmt, Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers* you 
heard not ? 

Gent* Tis so 3 they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, sir, I'll bring you to our master Lear, 
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause,^ 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile j 
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [Ejreim/. 

SCENE IV. 
The name. A Tent, 

Enter Con deli a. Physician, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, 'tis he j why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ; 

* Forces. ^ Important busiiiMi. 
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Crown'd with rank fiimiter,* and furrow weeds. 

With harlocks,*^ hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 

In our sustaining corn. — ^A century send forth ; 

Search every acre in the high -grown field. 

And bring him to our eye. [^Erit an Oflicer.]— 

What can man*s wisdom do. 
In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 
He, that helps him, take all my outward worth* 

Pht/, There is means, madam : 
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose. 
The which he lacks 5 tthat to provoke in him. 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless'd secrets. 

All you unpublished virtues of the earth. 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate. 
In the good man's distress ! — Seek, seek for him *, 
Lest his ungovern*d rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it.' 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. ^ Madam, news} 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis known before ^ our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O cjear father. 
It is thy business that I go about , * 
Therefore great France 
My mourning, and important* tears, hath pitied. 

8 Fumitory. 9 Charlocks. 

' /• <. The reason wbich should guide it* * Importunate. 
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No blown ^ ambitioa doth our arms incite, ^ 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right : 
Soon may I hear, and see him. ^ [Exeunt^ 

SCENE V. 
A Room in Gloster*8 Castle. 

Enter Began and Steward. 

Reg. But are my brother's powers set forth > 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Reg» Himself 

In person there ? 

Stew, Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake liot with your lord at 
home ? 

Stew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sistier's letter to him ? 

Stew. I know not, lady. 

Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out. 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone^ 
In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life;^ moreover, to descry 
The strength o'the enemy. 

Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow 5 stay with us 5 
The ways are dangerous. 

3 Inflated, swelling. 
4 /. r. His life made dark as night. 



436 KING LEAR. Act IV. 

Stew, I may not, madam ; 

My lady charged my duty in this business. 

Reg, Why should she write to Edmund ? Might 
not you 
Transport her purposes by word ? Belike, 
Something — I know not what : — ^111 love thee much, 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Stew. , Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know, your lady does not love her husband ; 
I am sure of that : and, at her late being here. 
She gave strange oeiliads,^ and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosom. 

Stew, I, madam ? 

Reg, I speak in understanding j you are, I know it : 
Therefore, I do advise you, take this note :^ 
J&y lord is dead 5 Edmund and I have talk*d5 
And more convenient is he for my hand. 
Than for your lady's : — You may gather more.^ 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this 3 
And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor. 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew, 'Would I could meet him, madam ! I would 
show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg, Fare thee well. IKvcunt. 

5 A cast, or significant glance of the eye. 
• Observe what I am saying. 7 Infer'^more. 
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SCENE VI. 

The Country near Dover. 

Enter Gloster^ and Edo ar, dressed like a Peasant* 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same 
hill ? 

Edg, You do climb up it now : look^ how we 
labour. 

Glo. Methinks^ the ground is even. 

Edg, Horrible steep : 

Hark> do you hear the sea ? 

Glo, No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is altered ', and thou speak*st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceived 5 in nothing am I 
chang'd. 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. CJome on, sir ; here's the place : — stand still. 
— How fearful 

And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 

The crows, and choughs,* that wing the midway air. 

Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 

Hangs one that gathers samphire 5 9 dreadful trade ! 

Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 

' Daws* A vegetable gathered for pickling. 

VOL. IX. G G 
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The fishermen^ that walk upon the beach^ 
Appear like mice 3 and yon* tall anchoring bark^ 
Diminish'd to her cock ,' her cock^ a bqoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes^ 
Cannot be heard so high :— -I'll look no nxve ; 
Lest my brain turn, and the de£cient sight 
Topple* down headlong. 

67o. Set me where you stand. 

Edg, Give me your hand : You are now within a 
foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

67o. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ^ in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and gods, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me bear thee going. 

-FJg. Now fare you well, good sir. [Seems toga, 

Gh. With aU my heart 

Ef/g. Why I do trifle thus with bis despair. 
Is done to cure it. 

Gio. O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce > and, in your sights. 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposele&s wills. 
My snufF, and loathed part of nature, should 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him !— 
Now fellow, fare thee well, [//c leaps, and Jails alotig, 

Edg. Gone, sir ? farewell. — 

' Her cock-boat. » Tumble 
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And yet I know not how conceit may rob 

The treasur^ of life, when life itself 

Yields to the theft: Had he been where he thought, 

By this, had thought been past*' — ^Alive, or dead? 

Ho, you sir ! fViend !— Hear you, sir ? — speak ! 

Thus might he pass indeed :'— Yet he revives : 

What are jrou, sir ? 

Gio. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Had*st thou been aught but gossomer* fea- 
thers, air, 
So many fathom down pjrecipitating, 
Thou had'st shivered like an egg: but thou dost 

breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance j bleed*st not \ speak'at \ art 

sound* 
Ten masts at^ch make not the altitude. 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell 5 
Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again* 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

E4g* From the dread sunmiit of this chalky bourn \^ 
Look up a-heightj— the shrill-gotg'd ^ lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit. 
To end itself by death ? Twas yet some comfort, 
, When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg, Give me your arm : 

Up : — So ^ — How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You 
stand. 

5 Thus might he die in reality. 
4 /'. u This chalky boundary of England. 5 Shrill-throated. 

G G 2 
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Glo, Too well, too well. 

E^g' This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o*the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

^^«- ' A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought^ his eyes 
Were two full moons -, he had a thousand noses 
Horns whelk*d,^ and wav*d like the enridged sea- 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father. 
Think that the clearest'' gods, who make diem honours 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

Glo, I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself. 
Enough, enough, and, die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man 3 often 'twould say, 
Thejicnd, thejiend: he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts.—- But wiio 
comes here ? 

Enter IsEAVi, fantastically dressed up with Flowers, 

The safer sense will ne*er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining j 
I am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou side-jpiercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect — There's 
your press-money. That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard.* — ^Look, 
look, a mouse! Peace, peace ^ — this piece of toasted 
cheese will do't.^— There's my gauntlet} Til prove it 
on a giant. — Bring up the brown bills.^ — O, well 

6 Twisted, convolved. 7 The purest. 

* An a^rroNv of a cloth yard long, » Battle-axes. 
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flown, bird ! — i' the clout, i* the clout:" hewgh !— 
Give the word.* 

Edg, Sweet maqoram. 

Lear, Pass. 

Glo, I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha! Croneril! — ^with a white beard ! — They 
flatter'd me like a dog j and told me, I had white 
hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were there. 
To say ay, and no, to every thing I said ! — Ay and no 
too was no" good divinity. When the rain came to 
wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter j 
when the thunder would not peace at my bidding ,• 
there I found them, there I smelt them out. Go to, 
they are not men o* their words : they told me I was 
every thing j *tis a lie j I am not ague-proof. 

Glo. The trick* of that voice I do well remember : 
Is't not the king ? 

Lear, Ay, every inch a king: 

When I do stare, see, how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life: what was thy cause? — 
Adultery, — 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery ! No : 
The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 
Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To't, luxury, pell-mell', for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon* simpering dame. 
Whose face between her forks presageth snow i 

» The white mark for archers to aim at. * The watch wprd 

3 Likeneft£, manner. 
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That minoes virtue^ and does shake the head 

To hear of pleasure's name 5 

The fitchew^ nor the soiled hofse^ goes to*t 

With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they aie oentaEors^ 

Though women all above : 

But 4 to the girdle do the gods inherit^^ 

Beneath is all the fiends* 3 there's hdl^ thoie'a dark* 

nesSj 
There is the sulphurous pit^ burnings scalding, steneh^ 
consumption 3 — ^Fye, fye, fye! pahj pah! Give me 
an ounce of civet, good apotheQaiy^ to sweeten mj 
imagination : there's money for thee. 

Glo, O, let me kiss that hand ! ' 

Lear. let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature! Tliis great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — ^Dost thou know me? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squiny^ at me? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid 5 
I'll not love. — ^Read thou this challenge 5 mark bat 
the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report;— it is. 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear, Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear, O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purse ? Your eyes 
are in a heavy case, your purse in a light : Yet you 
see how this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feelingly. 

♦ Only, 5 Possess. 6 Look asquint 
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. Lear. What^ art mad? A man may see hem this 
world goes^ with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see 
how yon' justice rails upon yon' simple thief. Hark, 
in thme ear: Change places) and^ hmdy-dandy^ 
which is the justice, which is tlie thief ?— Thou hast 
seen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar? 

Glo. Ay, sir. 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur? There 

thou might'st behold the great image of authority: a 

dog's obeyed in office. 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 

Why dost thou la^ that whore? Strip thine own 

back 5 

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind 

For which thou w4iipp'st her. The usurer hangs the 

cozener. 

Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear 5 

Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold. 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, lione, I say, none 5 I'll able 'em : 

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 

To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 

And, like a scurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not.— Now, now, now, 

now: 
Pull off my boots : — harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd ! 
Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my 
eyes. 
I know thee well enough 5 thy name is Gloster: 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. ^ 
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Thou know*8t^ the first time that we smell the air. 
We wawl, and cry : — ^I will preach to thee j mark me. 

Clo, Alack, alack the day ! 

Lear. When we are bom, we cry, that we are come 
To this great stage of fools;— This a good blocks? 
It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt: 1*11 put it in proof j 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in.law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kiU, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants, 

Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him, Sir, 

Your most dear daughter—- 

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am eyeii 
The natural fool of fortune. — ^Use me well ; 
You shall have ransome. Let me have a surgeon, n 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds ? All myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt,* 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Gent, Good sir,— 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom: What: 
I will be jovial 5 come, come^ I am a king. 
My masters, know you that ! 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

lExit, running ; AttendanU folios: , 

^ Block anciently signified the head part of a hat. 
* /. e. A man of t^s. 
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Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch; 
Past speaking of in a king !— Thou hast one daughter. 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have broujght her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent, Sir, speed you : What's your will ? 

Edg, Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward ? 
Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears that. 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour. 

How near's the other army? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought.9 

Edg, I thank you, sir : that's all. 

Gent, Though thnt the queen on special cause is 
here. 
Her army is mov*d on. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. ^Exit Gent. 

Glo, You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from 
me 5 
Let not my worser spirit' tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg, Well pray you, father. 

Glo, Now, good sir, what are you ? 
Edg, A most poor man, made tame by fortune's 
blows ^ 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows. 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
ril lead you to some biding. 

Glo, Hearty thanks : 

9 The main body is expected to be descried every bourt 

* Evil genius. 
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The bounty and the benizon^ of hearen 
To boot;, and boot !< 

'Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaimed prize ! Mosthappj! 

That eyeless head of thine was first framed flesh 
To raise my fortunes.— Thou old ui^ppy traitor. 
Briery 4 thysek* remember: — ^Tiie sword.i^ out 
That must destroy thee* 

Gla.r Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edoar apposes* 

Stew, X Whmrefore^ bold peasant, 

Dar*st thou suj^rt a publi^*d tnutoff ? Hence > 
liest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee* Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vnrther 'casion. 

Stew. L^t go, slave, or thou diesl. 
. Edg. Grood gentleman, go your gait,^ and let poor 
volk pas». And ch*ud ha* been awag^r d out of mj 
life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as^ 'tis by a vort- 
night. Nay, come not near the old man 5 keep out, 
che vor'ye, or ise try whether your costard^ or my 
bat' be the harder: Ch^ill be plain with you. 

Steu. Out, dimghiU 1 

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir : Gome; no mat- 
ter vor your foins.* 

\TheyJight ', and Edg a Ek knocks him down. 

Stexo. Slave, thou hast slain me : — ^Villain, take my 
purse 5 
If ever tKou wilt thrive, bury my body j 

* Blessing. 3 Reward, recom pence. 

♦Quickly recollect the ofibnces of thy life. * Go yow way. 

♦ Head. i Club. « Thrusts. 
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And give the lettef9> which thou imd*st about me, 
^To Edmund earl of Gloster 3 seek him out 
Upon the British party ; > O , untimely death ! 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress,. 
As badness would desire. 

Glo. What is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you down, father 5 rest you.^— 
Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of. 
May be my friends. — He*s dead} I am only sorry 
He had no other death*s*man. — ^Let us see : 
Leave, gentle wax 5 and, manners, blame us not: 
To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts j, 
Their papers, is more lawful,'^ 

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal vows be retnembered^ 
You have many opportunities to cut him off: if your 
will want not, time and place will be ffititfully offered. 
There is nothing done, if he return the conqueror: 
Then am I the prisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the 
loathed warmth whereof dtlivtr me, and supply the 
place for your labour. 

Your wife, [so I would say,) andyout 
qffiectionette servant, 

GONERII** 

O undistingukh'd space of woman's will !-— 

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ; 

And the exchange, my brother ! — Here, in the sands. 

Thee I'll rake up,' the post unsanctified 

Of murderous lechers : and, m the mature time, 

9 To rip their papers is more lawful. 
* I '11 cover thee (the dead steward} in tlie sands. 
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With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practis'd duke : For him 'tis well. 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

lExit Edgar, dragging out the Body, 
Glo, The king is mad : (low stiff is my vile sense. 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefs; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations^ lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-tnteK £o 6 a r . 

Ed5§r- Give me your hand ; 

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Come, father, 1*11 bestow you with a friend. [Extwut, 

SCENE VII. 

A Tent in the French Camp, Lear on a Bed^ asleep: 
Physician, Gentleman, and Others, attending : Enter 
Cordelia oiu/Kent. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work, 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short. 
And every measure fail me. 

Ke?if, To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er-paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth -, 
Nor more, nor clipped, but so. 

Cor. Be better suked :* 

These weeds are memories^ of those worser hours; 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 
' Kent. Pardon me, dear madam j 

» Dressed. 3 Memorials. 
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Yet to be known, shortens my made intent:* 
My boon I make it, that you know me not. 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does the 
king ? [To the Physician. 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature! 
The untun'd and jamng senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys. So please your majesty. 

That we may wake the king? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern*d by your knowledge, and proceed 
I' the sway of your own will. Is he array*d? 

(rent. Ay, madam 3 in the heaviness of his sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him j 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys, Please you, draw near.— Louder the musick 
there. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips 5 and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent, Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor, Had you not been their father, these white 
flakes , ^ 

Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos' d against the warring winds ? 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 

^ Intent formed. 
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In the most terribte and nimble stroke 

Of quicks cross lightning ? to watch (poor perdu !)^ 

With this thin helm?^ Mine enemy^s dog^ 

Though he had bit me^ shoald have stood that nig^t 

Against my fire; And wast thou fain^ poor father^ 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn^ 

In short and musty straw ? Alack^ alack ! 

*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 

Had not concluded all.— He wakes 3 speak to him* 

Phys, Madam^ do you $ *tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How feres your 
majesty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o'the 
grave: — 
Thou art a soul in bliss 5 but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; When did you die? 

Cor. Still, still, far wide! 

Phys. He*s scarce awake; let him alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been ?— Where am I? — Fair 
day-light?— 
I am mightily abusM.-— I should even die with pity, 
To see another thus. — ^I know not what to say.— 
I will not swear, these are my hands : — ^let*s see ; 
I feel this pin prick. *Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O, look upon me, sir, 

s Tbie allusion is to the forlorn. hope in an anny» called in 

French, enfans perduu 
• Thin covering of hair. 
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And hold 3rour hands in benediction o'er me :— - 
No^ sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond oki man. 
Fourscore and i^jward 5 and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man: 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And so I am, I am. 

I^ar, Be your tears wet ? Yes, Yaith. I pray, 
weep not : 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 
I know, you do not love me ; for your sisters . 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor, No cause, no cause. 

Lear, Am I in France ? 

Kent, In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear, Do not abuse me. 

Vhp, Be comforted, good madam : the great rage. 
You see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even^ o'er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in 5 trouble him no more. 
Till further settling. 

Cor, Will't please your highness walk ? 

Lear, You must bear with me ; 

7 Tq reconcile it to his apprehension. 
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Pray now, forget and forgive: I am old, and foolish. 
lExeimt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and 
Attendants. 

Gent, Holds it true, sir, 
lliat the duke of Cornwall was so slain ? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As 'tis said. 

The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 

His banish'd son, is with the eairl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable, 

lis time to look about; the powers^ o*the kingdom 
Approach apace 

Gent, The arbitrement' is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [£nV. 

Kent. My point and period will'be thoroughly 
wrought. 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought. [£x«V. 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. The Camp of the British Forces, near Dover. 

Enter, with Drums, and Colours, EoMirKD, Regan, 
Officers, Soldiers, and Others. 

Edm, Know of die duke, if his last purpose hold ; 
Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change tlie course : He's full of alteration. 
And self-reproving: — bring his constant pleasure.' 

j^Yb an Ojficer, who goes out. 

* Forces. ^ Decision. His settled resolution. 
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lleg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 

Edtn. Tis to be doubted^ madam. 

Reg, Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 
Tell me, — but truly, — ^but then s))eak the tru^hi 
Do you not love my sister ? 

Edm, In honoured love. 

licg. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forefcnded * place ? 

Kdm, That thought abuses' you. 

Rrtr, I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers. 

Edm, No, by mine lionour, madam. 

li(g, I never shall endure her : Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm, Fear me not : — 
She, and the duke her husband, 

Enter Albany, Go n h u i l, and SoidUrs, 

Con. I had rather lose tlie battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. lAnidc. 

AUk Our very loving- sister, well be met.— 
Sir, this I hear, — ^I'he king is come to his daughter. 
With others, wliom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant : for tliis business. 
It toucheth us as France invades our land. 
Not holds •* tlie king j with others, whom, I fear. 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.' 

* Forbidden. ' Iiii|-0!>cion yuu. 4 /. e. Emboldens him. 

s Opposition. 

VOL. IX. H II 
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Edtn, Sir, you speak nobly. • 

lieg. Why is this reason'd? 

Gon. Combine together *gainst the enemy: 
For these domestick and particular broils 
Art not to question here. 

^Iff' Let us then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm, I shall attend you presently at your tent. 

Reg, Sister you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

llrg. *Tis most convenient ; pray you, go with us. 

Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : ^Aside.'] 1 will go. 

As they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised. 

Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man so 
poor. 
Hear me one word. ^ 

Alb. ril overtake you. — Speak. 

^Exeunt EbMUND, Regan, Goneril, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants, 
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry. 
Your business of the world hath so an end. 
And machination ceases. ^ Fortune love you ! 
Alh. Stay till I have read the letter. 
Edg. 1 was forbid it 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 
. And rU appear again. ^Exit. 

^ Ue, All designs against your life will have an end* 
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Alb. Why, fare thee wellj I will o'erlook thy paper. 

Jle-ew^er Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — ^but your haste 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb, We will greet the time.' [E.r/>. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my love j 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of fhe adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both! one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain alive : To take the widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril; 
And hardly shall I carry out my side,^ 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use 
His countenance for the battle j which being done. 
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy ^ 

Which lie intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,— 
The battle done, and tliey within our power. 
Shall never see his pardon : for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. lExU. 

SCENE II. 

A Field betueeti the two Campg, 

Alarum within. Enier, with Drum, and Colours , Lea r, 
Cordelia, and their Forces ; and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gloster. ' 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host j pray that the right may thrive : 

7 Be ready to meet the occasion. * /. e. Make my party good* 

II II 2 
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If ever I return to you again^ 
I'll bring you comfort. 
Clo, Grace go with you, sir ! 

\^Exit Edgar. 

Alarums; afterwards a Retreat, Re-enter Ei>o ah, 

Kdg, Away, old raan, give me thy hand, away -, 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

do. No further, sir -, a man may rot even here. 

EJg, What, in ill thoughts again ? Men ^ust 
endure 
llieir going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all:*^ Come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE III. . 

The British Camp near Dover. 

Enter, in Conquest, with Drum and Colours, Edmuxd; 
Lkar and Cordelia^ as Prisoners; OJicers, Sol- 
dicrs, SfC, 

Edm, Some officers take them dway : good guard j 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure ' them. 

Cor. We are not the first. 

Who,, with best meaning, have incurred the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down j 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters \ 

» /. e. To be ready prepared, is all. ' Pass judgment on them. 
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Lear, No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i* the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down. 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we'll live. 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court newsj and we'll talk with them too, — 
Who loses, and who wins J who's in, who's out ;—- 
And take upon us the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies : And we'll wear out, 
Jn a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones. 
That ebb and flow by the moon, 

Edm, Take tliem away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods tliemselves throw incense. Have I caught 

thee ? 
He, that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven. 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes 5 
The goujeers * shall devour them, flesh and fell,* 
Ere they shall make us weep : we'll see them starve 

first. 
Come. {^Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded, 

Edm, Come hither, captain j hark. 
Take thou this note^ [Gking a Paper."] go, follovr 

them to prison : 
One step I have advanc'd thee 5 if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as die time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — ^Thy great employment 
Will not bear question;-* either say, thou'lt do't, 

, * The French disea&e, 3 Skin. ^ Admit of debate. 
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Or thrive by other means. 

0//: ril do't, my lord. 

Edm, About it j and write happy ^ when thou hast 
done. 
Mark, — I say, instantly ; and carry it so. 
As I have set it down. 

Off, I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats 5 
If it be man's work, I will do it. [^Exit Officer. 

Flourish, Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, 
Officers, and Attendants, 

Alb, Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain. 
And fortune led you well : You have the captives 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife : 
We do require them of you -, so to use them. 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention, and appointed guard} 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more. 
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 
And turn our impressed lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the 

queen 5 • 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time. 
We sweat, and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 
The question of Cordelia, and her father. 
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Requires a fitter place.^ 

4^1). Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. 

Reg, That's as we list to grace him. 

Methinks, our pleasure might have been demanded. 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers -, 
Bore the commission of my place and person; 
The which immediacy^ may well stand up. 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not 80 hot : 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself. 
More than in your advancement. 

Reg, In my rights. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gon, That were the most, if he should husband you. 

Reg, Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon, Holloa, holloa ! , 

That eye, that told you so, look*d but a-squint.? 

Reg, Lady, I am not well j else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony j 
Dispose of them, of me -, the walls are thine : 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

Jib, The let-alone * lies not in your good will. 

Edm. Nor in thine^ lord. 

5 To be discoursed of in greater privacy. 

^ Authority to act on his own judgment. 

7 Alluding to the proverb : " Love being jealous makes agoo4 

eye look a-s^umi,** * The hindrance* 
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Alh, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

lii'l^. Let the drum strike, an4 prove my title thine. 

[7o Edmund, 
Alb, Stay yet J hear reason :— Edmund, I arrest 
thee 
On capital treason j and, in thy arrest. 
This gilded serpent: [Pointing to Gon.] — for your 

claim, fair sister,, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife 5 
*Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord. 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your love to me. 
My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

Alb. Thou art arm*d, Gloster : — Let, the trumpet 
sound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy person. 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is my pledge 5 iThrowing dounaGlove.'] I'll 

prove it on thy heart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 

Reg. Sick, O, sick ! 

Gon. If not. Til ne'er trust poison. [Aside, 

Edm. There's my exchange : [Throwing down a 
Glove.'] what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies : v 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach. 
On him, on you, (who not ?) I will maintain 
My truth arid honour firmly. 
Alb. A herald, ho! 
Edm. A herald, ho, a herald! 
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Alb, Trust to thy single virtue j^ for thy soldiers. 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

JReg, ^ - This sickness grows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb, She is not well 5 convey her to my tent. 

[Exit Regan, led. 
Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

OJ, Sound, trumpet. ^A Trumpet sounds. 

Herald reads. 

If any wan of qvality, or degree, within the lists of 
the army, ivill maintain upon Edmund, supposed earl of 
Gloster, that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear at 
the third sound of the trumpet: lie is bold in his 
defence, 

Edm, Sound. [1 Trumpet, 

Her, Againi ['2 Trumpet, 

Her, Again. [3 Trumpet. 

[Trumpet answers within,^ 

Enter Edgar, armed, preceded by a Tmmpet, 

Alb, Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o'the trumpet. 

Her, What are you ? 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons ? 

Edg, Know, my name is lost ; 

9 /. e. Valour. 
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By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl of 
Gloster ? 

Edm. Himself i — ^What say*st thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy swbrdj 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart. 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 
. My oath, and my profession ; I protest, — 
Maugre ' thy strength, youth, place, and eminence, 
Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune. 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou art a traitor : 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
Con§pirant *gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head. 
To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou. No, 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak. 
Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name 3* 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some 'say^ of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head 3 

' Notwithstanding. 
* Because if his adversary was not of equal rank, Edmund 
might have declined the combat. 
3 Sample. 
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With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart; 
Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way. 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 
' [^Alarums. Tlicy fight, Edmund falls. 

Alb, O save him, save him ! 

Gon, This is mere practice,^ Gloster : 

By die law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite j thou art not vanquish'd^ 
But cozened and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with tliis paper shall I stop it : — Hold, sir :— 
Thou worse than any name, read tliine own evil:-— 
No tearing, lady 5 I perceive, you know it. 

[Gives the Letter to Edmund. 

Go«.»Say, if I do; the laws are mine, not thine: 
Who siiall arraign me for't ? 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 

Know'st thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. 

\^Exit GONERIL. 

Alb, Go after her: she's desperate; govern her. 

[To an Officer, who goes out. 

Edm, What you have charged me with, that have 
I done; 
And more, much more : the time will bring it out; 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou, • 
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Efig, Let's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art^ Edmund ; 

4 Stratagem. 
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If more, the more thou hast wrong*d me. 
My name isEclgar> and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got. 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, *tis true} 

The wheel is come full circle 3 I am here. 

Alb, Methought, thy very gait did prophecy 
A royal nobleness : — 1 must embrace thee; 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. 

AW, Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the niiseries of your father? 

Edg, By nursing them, my lord — List^ a brief 
tale; — 
And, whep 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst!— 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That follow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweetness ! 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die. 
Bather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-man's rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 
Their pi'ecious stones new lost; became his guide. 
Led him, begg d for him, sav'd him from despair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd. 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

5 Hear. 
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I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his flaw*d heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm, This speech of yours hath mov'd me. 

And shall, perchance, do good: but speak you on 5 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If tliere be more, more woful, hold it in j 
For I am almost ready to dissolve. 
Hearing of this. 

Edg, This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow 5 but another. 
To amplify too much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came .there a man. 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society 5 but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father ^ » 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him. 
That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to 'crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded. 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

Alb, But who wa^ this ? 

* Edg. Kent, sir, tlie banish'd Kent 5 who in disguise 
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 
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Enter a Gentleman hastily, uith a bloody Knife. 

Gent. Help ! help ! O help ! 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

-^^^' Speak, man. 

Edg, What means that bloody knife ? 

Gent, 'Tis hot, it smokes j 

It came even from the heart of — 

•^^* Who, man ? speak. 

Gent, Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poison'd^ she confesses it. 

Edm, I was contracted to them both -, all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Alb, Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead!-^ 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pity. [^Exit Gentleman. 

Eiiter Kent. 

^dg. Here comes Kent, sir. 

Alb, O ! it is he. 
The time will not allow the compliment. 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent, I ain come 

To bid my king and master aye^ good night ; 
Is he not here ? 

Alh. Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, where's the king ? and where's 

Cordelia ? — 
See*st thou this object, Kent ? 

\The Bodies qf Goneril and Keg an art 
brought in, 

^ For ever. 
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Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 

The one the other poison'd for my sake. 
And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life : — Some good I mean to do. 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 
Be brief in it, — to the castle 5 for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia: — 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb, Run, run, O, run — 

Edg, To who, my lord ? — Who has the office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm, Well thought on 5 take my sword. 
Give it tlie captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. lEiit Edgar. 

Edm, He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 
That she fordid*^ herself. 

Alb, The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile. 

[Edmund is borne off. 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his Arms-, 
•Edgar, Officer, and Others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl ! — O, you are men 
of stones 5 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack:— O, she is gone for 

ever !— 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 

^ Destroyed herself. 
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She's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking glass j 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone^ 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis*d end ?• 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 

Alb. Fall, and cease! 9 

Lear. This feather stirs 5 she lives ! if it be so. 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master ! [Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr*ythee, away. 

Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I might have sav'd her; now she*s gone for ever!— 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 
What is't thou say'st ? — Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low ; an Excellent thing in woman : — 
I kiird the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Ldiar. Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : 1 am old now. 
And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o'the best: — I'll tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lea/-. This is a dull siglit : Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. V The same j 

Your servant Kent: Where is your servant Caius? 

* The end of the world, or the horrible circumstances pre* 

ceding it ? 
9 /. t. Die. Albany speaks to Lea(« 
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Lear, He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too : — He's dead and rotteln. 

Kent. No, my good lord> I am the very manj— « 

I^ar, I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of diiierence and decay. 
Have foUow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. — 
Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves. 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear, Ay, so I think. 

AW. He knows not what he says; and vain it is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg. Very bootless.' 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifle here.~ 

You lords, and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay* may come. 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign. 
During the life of this old majesty. 
To him our absolute power :-^You, to your rights j 

\To Edgar and Kent. 
With boot,^ and such addition ^ as your honours 
Have more than merited.— All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. — O, see, see ! 

* Useless. » /. r. Lear. 3 Benefit. * Titles. 

VOL. IX. I I 
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Lear. And my poor fo(^^ is haog*d! No> no^ no 
life: 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no 

more, 
Never> never, never, never, never !— 
Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, sir.— 
Do you see this ? Look on her,— look, — her lips,— 
Look there, look there ! — [He dies. 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord,— 

Kent. Break, heart J I pr'ythee, break! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost: O, let him pass !^ he 
hates him. 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. ^ O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd so long : 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Jib. Bear themfrdm hence. — Our present business 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 

ITo Kent and Edg avl. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 
' Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go 5 
My master calls, and I must not say, no. 

Mb, The weight of this sad time we must obey ; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young. 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long, 

lExeyntj with a dead March. 

s Poor foot ^ in thetimeof Shakspeare was an expression of 
endearment. 6 pj^. 
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The tragedy of Lear is deservedly celebrated among the dra. 
mas of Shakspeai^. There is perhaps no play which keeps 
the attention so strongly fixed ; which so much agitates our^ 
passions, and interests our curiosity. The artful involutions 
of distinct interests, the striking oppositions of contrary cha- 
racters, the sudden changes of fortune, and the quick succession 
of events, fill the mind with a perpetual tumult of indigna- 
tion, pity, and hope. There is no scene which does not con- 
tribute to the aggravation of the distress or conduct of the ac- 
tion, and scarce a line which does not conduce to the progress 
of the scene. So powerful is the current of the poet's ima- 
gination, that the mind, which once ventures within it, is 
hurried irresistibly along. 

On the seeming improbability of Lear's conduct, it may be 
.observed^that he is represented according to histories at that 
time vulgarly received as true. And, perhaps^ if we turn our 
thoughts upon the barbarity and ignorance of the age to which 
this story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely as while 
we estimate Lear's manners by our own. Such preference of 
one daughter to another, or resignation of dominion on such 
cpnditions, would be yet credible, if told of a petty prince of 
Guinea or Madagascar. Shakspeare, indeed, by the mention of 
his earls and dukes, has given us the idea of times more civi- 
lized, and of life regulated by softer manners ; and the truth is, 
that though he so nicely discriminates, and so minutely de- 
scribes the characters of men, he commonly neglects and con- 
founds the characters of ages, by mingling customs ancient 
and modern, English and foreign. n^ 

My learned friend Mr. Warton,* who has in The Adven- 
turer very minutely criticised this play, remarks, that the 
instances of cruelty are too savage and shocking, and that the 
intervention of Edmund destroys the simplicity of the story. 
These objections may, I think, be answered by repeating, that 
the cruelty of the daughters is an historical fact, to which the 
poet has added little, having only drawn it into a series of dia- 
logue yid action. But I am not able to apologize with equal 

* Dr. Joseph Walton. 
I I 2 
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plausibility for the extrusion of Gloster's eyes» which seemi 
an act too horrid to be endured in dramatick exhibition, and 
such as must always compel the mind to relieve its distresses 
by incredulity. Yet let it be remembered that our author 
well knew what would please the audience for which he 
wrote. «• . 

The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the action 
is abundantly recompensed by the addition of variety, by the 
art with which he is made to co-operate with the chief design, 
and the opportunity which he gives the poet of combining 
perfidy with perfidy, and connecting the wicked son with the 
wicked daughters, to impress this important moral, that vil- 
lainy is never at a stop, that crimes lead to crimes, and at last 
terminate in ruin. 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shakspearc 
has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to perish in a just cause, con- 
trary to the natural ide&s of justice, to the hope of the reader, 
and what is yet more strange, to the faith of chronicles. Yet 
this conduct is justified by The Sfectator^ who blames Tate fbt 
giving Cordelia success and happiness in his alteration, and 
declares, that in his opinion, the Tragedy has lost half its beauty, 
Dennis has remarked, whether justly or not, that, to secure 
the favourable reception of CatOy the tovjn xvas pcisoned wtb 
much false and abominable critieisntf and that endeavours had 
been used to discredit and decry poetical justice. A play in 
which the wicked prosper, and the virtuous miscarry, may 
doubtless be good, because it is a just representation of the com- 
mon events of human life : but since ail reasonable beings na. 
turally love justice, I cannot easily be persuaded, that the 
observation of justice makes a play worse; or, that if other 
excellencies are equal, the audience will not always rise 
better pleased from tho final triumph of persecuted virtue. 

In the present case the public has decided. Cordelia, from 
the time of Tate, has always retired with victory and felicity. 
And, if my sensations could add any thing to the general suf- 
frage, I might relate, I was many years ago so shocked by Cor- 
delia' s death, that I kzww not whcthec I eyer endured to read 
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again the last scenes of the play tilt I undertook to revise them 
as an editor. 

There is another controversy among the criticks concerning 
this play. It is disputed whether the predominant image in 
Lear's disordered mind be the loss of his kingdom or the cru- 
elty of his daughters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critick, 
has evinced by induction of particular passages, that the cruelty 
of his daughters is the primary source of his distress, and 
that the loss of royalty afiects him oi^ly as a secondary and 
subordinate evil. He observes, with great justness, that Lear 
would move our compassion but little, did we not rathef 
consider the injured father than the degraded king. 

The story of this play, except the episode of Edmund, 
which is derived, I think, from Sidney, is taken originally 
from Geoifry of Monmouth, whom Holinshed generally co- 
pied ; but perhaps immediately from an old historical ballad. 
My reason for believing that the play was posterior to the 
ballad, rather than the ballad to the play, is> that the ballad 
has nothing of Shakspeare's nocturnal tempest, which is too 
striking to have been omitted, and that it follows the chronicle { 
it lias the rudiments of the play, but none of its amplifica. 
tions : it first hinted Lear's madness, but did not array it in 
circumstances. The writer of the ballad added something to 
the history, which is a proof that he would have added more, 
if more had occurred to his mind, and more must have occurred 
if he had seen Sliakspeare. Johnson*. 
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